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INTRODUCTION 

A N abundance of literature exists on the subject or the 
Rhine and its legends, but with few exceptions 
1 L die works on it which are accessible to English- 
speaking peoples are antiquated in spirit and verbiage, 
and their authors have been content to accept the first 
version of such legend* and traditions as came their way 
without submitting them to any critical examination. It 
is claimed for this book that much of its matter was 
collected on the spot, or that at least most of the tales 
here presented were perused in other w orks at the scene of 
the occurrences related. This volume is thus something 
more than a mere compilation, and when it is further 
stated that only the most characteristic and original 
versions and variants of the many tales here given 
have gained admittance to the collection, its value will 
become apparent. 

It is, of course, no easy task to infuse a spirit of origi* 
nality into matter which has already achieved such a 
measure of celebrity as have these wild and wondrous 
tales ol Rhineland But it is hoped that the treatment to 
which these stories have been subjected is not without a 
novelty of its own. One circumstance may be alluded to 
as characteristic of the manner of their treatment in this 
work, hi most English books on Rhine legend the tales 
themselves arc presented in a form so brief succinct, and 
uninspiring as to rob them entirely of that mysterious 
glamour lacking which they become mere material by 
which to add to and Illustrate the guide book. The 
absence of the romantic spirit in most English and 
American compilations dealing with the Rhine legends 
is noteworthy, and in writing this book the author's 
intention has been to supply this striking defect by 
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retaining as much of the atmosphere of mystery so dear 
to the German heart as will convey to the English- 
speaking reader a true condition of the spirit of German 
legend. 

but it is not contended that because greater space and 
freedom of narrative scope than is usual has been taken 
by the author the volume would not prove itself an accept, 
able companion upon a voyage on Rhine waters under* 
taken in holiday times of peace. Indeed, every attempt 
has been made so to arrange the legends that they will 
illustrate a Rhine journey from sea to source—the manner 
iri which the majority of visitors to Germany will make 
the voyage—and to this end the tales have been marshalled 
in such form that a reader sitting on the deck of a Rhine 
steamer may i-c aide to peruse the legends relating to the 
various localities In their proper order as he passes them. 
There are included, however, several tales relating to 
places which cannot be view ed from the deck of a steamer, 
but which may be visited at the cost of a short inland ex¬ 
cursion. These are such as from their celebrity could not 
be omitted from any work on the legends of Rhineland, 
but they are lew in number. 

The historical development, folklore, poetry, and art of 
the Rhine-country have been dealt with in a special intro, 
ductory chapter. The history of the Rhinebasin is a com¬ 
plicated and uneven one, chiefly consisting in the rapid and 
perplexing rise and fall of dynasties and the alternate con* 
fiscation of one or both banks of the devoted stream to the 
empires of France or Germany. But the evolution of a 
reasoned narrative has been attempted from this chaotic 
material, and. so far as the author is aware, it is the only 
one existing in English. The folklore and romance 
elements in Rhine legend have been carefully examined, 
vi 
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and the bear poetic material upon the storied river has 
been critically collected and reviewed. 

To those who may one day visit the Rhine it is hoped 
that the volume may afford a suitable introduction to a 
fascinating field of travel, while to such as have already 
viewed its glories it may serve to renew old associa¬ 
tions and awaken cherished memories of a river without 
peer or parallel in its wealth of story, its boundless 
mystery, and the hold which it has exercised upon atl 
who have lingered by the hero trodden paths that wind 
among its mysterious promontories and song-haunted 
strands. 


L. S. 
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CHAPTER I : TOPOGRAPHICAL 
AND HISTORICAL 

T HERE arc many rivers whose celebrity is of much 
greater antiquity than that or the Rhine, The 
Nile and the Ganges arc intimately associated 
with the early history of civilization and the mysterious 
beginnings of wisdom ; the Tiber is eloquent of that 
vanished Empire which was the first to carry the torch of 
advancement into the dark places of barbarian Europe; 
the name of the Jordan is sacred to thousands as that first 
heard in infancy and linked with lives and memories 
divine. But, universal as is the fame of these rivers, none 
of them has awakened in the breasts of the dwellers on 
their banks such a fervent devotion, such intense en¬ 
thusiasm, or such a powerful patriotic appeal as has the 
Rhine, at once the river, the frontier, and the palladium 
of the German folk. 

The Magic of the Rhine 

But the appeal is wider, for the Rhine is peculiarly the 
home of a legendary mysticism almost unique. Those 
whose lives are spent in their creation and interpolation 
know that song and legend have a particular affinity for 
water. Hogg, the friend of Shelley, was wont to tell how 
the bright eyes of his comrade would dilate at the sight of 
even a puddle by the roadside. Has water a hypnotic 
attraction for certain minds > Be that as it may. there has 
crystallized round the great waterways of the world a 
traditionary lore which preserves the thought and feeling 
<}i the past, and retains many a circumstance of wonder 
and marvel from olden epochs which the modern world 
'-Quid ill have spared. 

Varied and valuable as are the traditional talcs of other 
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streams, none possess that colour of intensity and mystery, 
that spell of an dent profundity which belong to the legends 
of the Rhine, In perusing these we feel out very souls 
plunged in darkness as that of the carvea gloom of some 
Gothic cathedral or the Cimmerian depths of some ancient 
forest unpierced by siuushafts. ft is the Teutonic mystery 
which has us in its grip, a tiling as readily recognisable 
as the Celtic glamour or the Egyptian gloom — a thing of 
die shadows of eld, stern, ancient, of a ponderous fantasy, 
instinct with the spirit of nature, of dwarfs, elves, kobolds, 
erikings, the wraiths and shades of forest and flood, of 
mountain and mere, of castled height and swift whirlpool, 
the denizens of the deep valleys and mines, the bergs and 
heaths of this great province of romance, this rich satrapy 
of Faery. 

A Land of Legend 

Nowhere is legend so thickly strewn as on the banks of 
the Rhine, Each step is eloquent of tradition, each town, 
village, and valley. No hilC no castle but has its story, 
true or legendary. The Teuton is easily the world's master 
in the art of conserving local lore. As one speeds down 
the broad breast of this wondrous river, gay with summer 
and flushed with the laughter of early vineyards, so close is 
the network of legend that the swiftly read or spoken tale 
of one locality is scarce over ere the traveller is confronted 
by another. It is a surfeit of romance, an inexhaustible 
hoard of the matter of marvel. 

This noble stream with its wealth of tradition has made 
such a powerful impression upon the national imagination 
that it has become intimate in the soul of the people 
and commands a reverence and affection which is not 
given by any other modem nation to its greatest and 
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most characteristic river. The Englishman has only 
a mitigated pride in the Thames, as a great com¬ 
mercial asset or, its metropolitan borders once passed, 
a river of peculiarly restful character ; the Frenchman 
evinces no very great enthusiasm toward the Seine; and 
if there are many Spanish songs about the “ chainless 
Guadalquivir,*’ the dons have been content to retain its 
Arabic name. But what German heart does not thrill at 
the name of the Rhine ? What German cheek d<>es not 
flush at the sound of that mighty thunder-hymn which 
tells of his determination to preserve the river of his fathers 
at die cost of his best blood P Nay, what man of patriotic 
temperament but feds a responsive chord awake within 
him at the thought of that majestic song, so stem, so strong, 
** clad in armour," vibrant with the clang of swords, 
instinct with the universal accord of a united people? To 
those who have heard it sung by multitudinous voices to 
the accompaniment of golden harps and silver trumpets it 
is a tiling which can never be forgotten, this world-song 
that is at once a hymn of union, a song of the deepest love 
of country, a defiance and an intimation of resistance to 
the death. 

Tit? Sang of I fie ' Iron Chancellor ’ 

How potent DU Waefu am Rhein is to stir the hearts 
of the children of the Fatherland is proven abundantly by 
an apposite story regarding the great Bismarck, the 'man 
of blood and iron.' The scene is the German Reichstag, 
and the time is that curious juncture in history when die 
Germans, having realized that union is strength, wore 
begituiiug to weld together the petty kingdoms and 
duchies of which their mighty empire was once com¬ 
posed, Gradually this task was becoming accomplished, 
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and meanwhile Germany grew eager to assert her power 
in Europe, wherefore her rulers commenced to create a 
vast army. But Bismarck was not satisfied, And in his 
eyes Germany's safety was still unassured; so he appealed 
to the Reichstag to augment largely their armaments. 
The deputies looked at him askance, for a vast army 
meant ruinous taxation ; even von Moltke and von Roon 
shook their heads, well aware though they were that a 
great European conflict might breakout at any time; and, 
in short, Bismarck's proposal was met by a determined 
negative from the whole House. *' Ac A, mein Gotti " 
He cried, holding out his tiands in a superb gesture of 
despair. ** Ach, wain Gott! but these soldiers we must 
have," His hearers still demurred, reminding him that 
the people far and near were groaning under the weight of 
taxation, and assuring him that this could not possibly 
be increased, when he suddenly changed his despairing 
gesture for a martial attitude, and with sublime eloquence 
recited the lines: 

" L: burnt pin RuT wie Don net hill, 

Wir Schwcrtijclclirr mid Wogenpull; 

2am Rhein, zutu Rhein, rsm deutschen Khciir, 

VVer will die Stiufnci 11 Liter min? 

Lwb VatcrLind, magic ruhig *ein. 

Fe»1 iieht und trea die Wachi im Rhein." 

The effect was magical; the entire House resounded with 
cheers, and the most unlwunded enthusiasm prevailed. 
And ere the members dispersed they had told Bismarck 
he might have, not ten thousand, but a hundred thousand 
soldiers, such was the power of association aw akened by 
this famous hymn, such the spell it is capable of oxer* 
dsing on German hearers. 
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Topography of the Rhine 

Topography of the Rhine 

Ere we set sail upon the dark sen of legend before us it 
is necessary that, like prudent mariners, we should know 
whence and whither wc are faring- To this end it will 
be well that we should glance briefly at the topography 
of the great river we art about to explore, and that we 
should sketch rapidly the most salient occurrences in the 
strange and varied pageant of its history, in order that 
we may the better appreciate the wondrous tales of world¬ 
wide renown which have found birth on its banks. 
Although the most German of rivers, the Rhine does not 
run its entire course through German territory, but takes 
its rise in Switzerland and finds the sea in Holland. For 
no less than 233 miles it flows through Swiss country', 
rising in the mountains of the canton of Grisons, and 
irrigates every canton of the Alpine republic save that of 
Geneva- indeed, it waters over 14,000 square miles of 
Swiss territory in the flotv of its two main branches, the 
Nearer Rhine and the Farther Rhine, which unite at 
Reich enau, near Co ire. I he Nearer Rhine issues at the 
height of over 7000 feet from the glaciers of the Rhein- 
waldhom group, and flows for some thirty-five miles, first in 
a north-easterly direction through the Rheimvald Valley, 
then northward through the Schatns Valley, by way of the 
Via Mala gorge, and 1 omkschg Valley, and so to Reiehe* 
iuu, where it is joined by its sister stream, the Farther 
Rhine- The latter, rising in the little Alpine lake of Toma 
near the Pass of St. Gotthard, flows in a north-easterly 
direction to Reichenau. The Nearer Rhine is generally 
considered to be the more important branch, though the 
Art her Rhine h ihe .onger by some seven miles. From 
Reichenati the Rhine flows north-eastward to Coire, and 
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thence northward to tT11- Lake of Constance, receiving on 
its way two tributaries, the Land quart and die ill, both 
on the right bank. Indeed, from source to sea the Rhine 
receives a vast number of tributaries, amounting, with 
their branches, to over 12,000. Leaving the Lake of 
Constance at the town of that name, the river flows west¬ 
ward to Base], having as the principal towns on its 
banks Constance. Schaffhausen. Wald shut, La u fen burg. 
Sack tngen, Rhcinfelden, and Basel. 

N ot far from the town of Schaffhausen the river precipitates 
itself from a height of 60 feet, in three leaps, forming the 
famous Falls of the Rhine, At CoblcnU a strange thing 
happens, for at this place the river receives the waters 
of die Aar, swollen by the Reuss and the Limniat, and 
of greater volume than the stream in which it loses 
itself. 

It is at Basel that the Rhine, taking a northward trend, 
enters Germany. By this time it has made a descent of 
nearly 7000 feet, and lias traversed about a diird of its 
course. Between Basel and Mainz it flows between the 
mountains of the Black Forest and the Vosges, the 
distance between which forms a shallow valley of some 
width. He« and there it is islanded, and its expanse 
averages about 1200 feet The Taunus Mountains divert 
it at Mainz, where it widens, and it Hows westward for 
about twenty miles, hut at Bingen it once more takes its 
course northward, and enters a narrow valley where the 
enclosing hills look down sheer upon the water. 

It is in this valley, probably one of the most romantic in 
the world, that we find the legendary' lore of the river 
packed in such richness that every foot of its banks has 
its place in tradition. But that is not to say that this 
portion of the Rhine is wanting in natural beauty. Here 
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ace situated some of its sunniest vineyards,, its most wildly 
romantic heights, and its most picturesque ruins. This 
part of its course may be said to end atthcSiebengebirge, 
or * Seven Mountains,’ where the river again widens and 
the banks become more bare and uninteresting. Passing 
Bonn and Cologne, the bareness of the landscape is re¬ 
markable after the variety of that from which we have 
just emerged, and henceforward the river takes on what 
may be called a ‘Dutch' appearance. After entering 
Midland it divides into two branches, the Wan] flowing 
to the west and uniting with the Maas. The smaller 
branch to die right h still called the Rhine, and throws 
off another branch, the Yssel, which flows into the 
Zuider Zee. Once more the river bifurcates into insig¬ 
nificant streams, one of which ts called the Krommc 
Rijn, and beyond Utrecht, and under the name of the 
Oude Rijn, or Old Rhine, it becomes so stagnant that it 
requires the aid of a canal to drain it into the sea, 
Anciently the Rhine at this part of its course was an 
abounding stream, but by the ninth century die sands 
at Katwijk had silted it up, and it was only in the 
beginning of last century that its way to the sea was 
made clear. 

The Sunken Cify 

More than six centuries ago Stavoren was one of the 
chief commercial towns of Holland. Its merchants traded 
with all parts of the world, ami brought back their ships 
laden with rich cargoes, and the city became ever more 
prosperous. 

The majority of the people of Stavoren were wdUtO-do, 
and as their wealth increased they became luxurious 
and dissipated, each striving to outdo the others in the 
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magnificence of tbtir homes and the extravagance of 
l heir hospitality. 

Many of their houses, we are told, were like the palaces 
of princes, built of white marble, furnished with the 
greatest sumptuousness, and decorated with the costliest 
hangings and the rarest statuary. 

But. says the legend, of all the Stavorcn folk there was 
none wealthier than young Richberta. This maiden 
owned a fleet cl the finest merchant-vessels of the city, and 
loved to ornament her palace with the rich merchandise 
which these brought from foreign ports. 

With all her jewels and gold and silver treasures, however, 
Richberta was not happy, She gave gorgeous banquets 
to the other merchant-princes of the place, each more 
magnificent than the last, not because she received any 
pleasure from thus dispensing hospitality, but because she 
desired to create envy and astonishment in the breasts of 
her guests. 


On one occasion while such a feast was in progress 
Richberta was informed that a stranger was waiting with¬ 
out who was desirous of speaking with her. When she 
was told that the man had come all the way from a 
distant land simply to admire her wonderful treasures, of 
w.nch he had heard so much, the maiden was highly 
flattered and gave orders that he should be admitted 
without delay. An aged and decrepit man. clad in a 
picturesque Eastern costume, was led into the room, and 
Richberta bade him be seated at her side. He expected 
to receive from the young lady the symbol of welcome- 
bread and salt. But no such common fare was to be found 
on her fable—at! was rich and luxurious food 
The stranger seated himself in silence. At length he 
began to talk. He had travelled in many lands, and now 
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The Sunken City 

he told of his changing fortunes in these far-off countries, 
always drawing a moral from his adventures—that all 
things earthly were evanescent as the dews of morning. 
The company listened attentively to the discourse of the 
sage; all, that is, but their hostess, who was angry and 
disappointed that he had said no word of the wealth 
and magnificence displayed In her palace, the rich fare on 
her table, and all the signs of luxury with which he was 
surrounded. At length she could conceal her chagrin no 
longer, and asked the stranger directly whether he had 
ever seen such splendour in his wanderings as that he 
now beheld, 

Tell me, she said, " is there to be found in the courts 
of your Eastern kings such rare treasures as these of 
mine?" 

" Na T'' replied the sage, " they have no pearls and rich 
embroideries to match thine. Nevertheless, there is one 
thing missing from your board, and that the best and 
most valuable of all earthly gifts," 

I n vain Richberta begged that he would tell her what that 
most precious of treasures might be. He answered all 
her inquiries in an evasive manner, and at last, when her 
question could no longer be evaded, he rose abruptly and 
left the room. And, seek as she might. Rich berta could 
find no trace of her mysterious visitor. 

Richberta strove to discover the meaning of the old mans 
words. She was rich—she possessed greater treasures 
than any in Stavoren, at a time when that city was among 
the wealthiest in Europe—and yet she lacked the most 
precious of earth's treasures. The memory of the words 
galled her pride and excited her curiosity to an extra¬ 
ordinary pitch. In vain she asked the wise men of her 
time—the priests and philosophers—to read her the riddle 
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of the mysterious traveller. None could name a treasure 
that was not already hers. 

In her anxiety to obtain the precious thing, whatever it 
might lie, Riohbcm sent all her ships to sea. telling the 
captain of each not to return until he had found some 
treasure that she did not already possess. Tin: vessels 
were victualled for seven years, so that the mariners might 
have ample time in which to pursue their quest. So their 
commander sent one division of the fleet to the east, 
another to the west, while he left his own vessel to the 
hazard of the winds, letting it drift wheresoever the fates 
decreed. His ship as well as the others was laden 
heavily with provisions, and during the first storm they 
encountered it was necessary to cast a considerable portion 
of die food overboard, so that the ship might right itself. 
As it was, the remaining provisions were so damaged by 
the sea-water that they rotted in a few days and became 
unfit for foot!. A pestilence would surely follow the use of 
such unwholesome stuff, and consequently die entire cargo 
of bread had to be cast into the sea. 

The commander saw his crew ravaged by the dreaded 
scurvy, suffering from the lack of bread. Then only 
did he begin to perceive the real meaning of the sage's 
words, d he most valuable of all earthly treasures was not 
the pearls from the depths of the sea, gold or silver from 
the heart of the mountains, nor die rich spices of the 
Indies. 1 he most common of alt earth's products, that 
which was to be found in every country, which flourished 
in every' dime, on which the lives of millions depended 
—this was the greatest treasure, and its name was — 
bread. 

Having reached this conclusion, the commander of Rich- 
berta's licet set sail for a Baltic port, where he took on 
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board a cargo of com, and returned immediately to 
Stavoren. 

Richberta was astonished and ddighted to see that 
he had achieved his purpose so soon, ami bade him tell 
her of what the treasure consisted which he had brought 
with him. The commander thereupon recounted his 
adventures—the storm, the throwing overboard of their 
store of bread, and the consequent sufferings of the crew 
* af *d told how he at length discovered what was the 
greatest treasure on earth, the priceless possession which 
the stranger had looked for in vain at her rich board. It 
was bread, he said simply, and the cargo he had brought 
home was com. 

Richberta was beside herself with passion. When she 
had recovered herself sufficiently to speak she asked 
him: 

" At which side of the ship did you take in die 
cargo ? n 

” At the right side," he replied, 

" Then,” she exclaimed angrily, M I order you to cast it 
into the sea from the left side,” 

It was a cruel decision. Sta voted, like ever)' other city, 
had its quota of poor families, and these were in much 
distress at the time, many of them dying from sheer starve 
lion. The cargo of corn would have provided bread for 
them throughout the whole winter, and the commander 
urged Richberta to reconsider her decision. As a last 
resort he sent the barefooted children of the city to her, 
thinking that their mute misery would move her to 
alleviate their distress and give them the shipload of 
corn. Rut all was in vain. Richberta remained adaman¬ 
tine, and in full view of the starving multitude she had 
the precious cargo cast into the sea. 
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But the curses of the despairing people had their effect 
Far down in the bed of the sea the grains of com ger¬ 
minated. and a harvest of bare stalks grew until it reached 
the surface of the water. The shifting quicksands at the 
bottom of the sea were bound together by the overspread¬ 
ing stalks into a mighty sand-bank which rose above the 
surface in front of the town of Stavoren. 

No longer were the merchant-vessels able to enter the 
harbour, for it was blocked by the impassable bank. Kay. 
instead of finding refuge there, many a ship was dashed 
to pieces by the fury of the breakers t and Stavoren became 
a place of ill-fame to the mariner. 

All the wealth and commerce of this proud city were at an 
end. Richberta herself, whose wanton act had raised 
the sand-bank, had her ships wrecked there one by one, 
and was reduced to begging for bread in the city whost 
wealthtest inhabitant she had once been, Then, perhaps, 
she could appreciate the words of the old traveller, that 
bread was the greatest of earthly treasures. 

At East the ocean, dashing against the huge mound with 
ever increasing fury, burst through the dyke which 
Richberta had raised, overwhelmed the town, and buried 
it for ever under the waves. 

And now the mariner, sailing on the Zuider Zee, passes 
above the engulfed city and sees with wonderment the 
towers and spires of the ' Sunken Land,' 

Historical Sketch 

Like other world-rivers, the Rhine has attracted to its 
hanks a succession of races of widely divergent origin. 
Celt, T euton, Slav, and Roman have contested for the 
territories which it waters, and if the most enduring of 
these races has finally achieved dominion over the fnircM 
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river-province: in Europe, who shall say that it has emerged 
from the struggle as a homogeneous people, having 
absorbed none of the blood of those with whom It strove 
for the lordship of this vine*ckd valley? He would in. 
deed be a courageous ethnologist who would suggest a 
purely Germanic origin for the Rhine race. As the 
historical period dawns upon Middle Europe we rind the 
Rhine basin in the possession of a people of Celtic blood. 
As in Britain and France, this folk has left its indelible 
mark upon the countryside in a wealth of place-names 
embodying its characteristic titles for flood, village, and 
hill In such prefixes and terminations as magi, brig, 
dun. and sc we espy the influence of Celtic occupants, and 
Magumiacum, or Mainz, and Borbetomagus, or Worms, 
are examples of that ‘Gallic' idiom which has indelibly 
starred the map or Western Europe, 

Prehistoric Miners 

The remains of this people which are unearthed from 
beneath the superincumbent strata of their Teutonic suc¬ 
cessors in the country show them to have been typical 
of their race. Like their kindred in Britain, they had 
successfully exploited the mineral treasures of the country, 
and their skill as miners is eloquently upheld by the mute 
witness of age-cold cinder-heaps by which are found the 
once busy bronze hammer and the apparatus of the smelt¬ 
ing-furnace, speaking of the slow but steady smith-toil 
upon which the foundation of civilization arose. There 
was scarcely a mineral beneath the loamy soil which 
masked the metalliferous rock which they did not work, 
from Schdnebeck to Diirkheim lies an immense bed ot 
salt, and this the Celtic population of the district dug and 
condensed by aid of fires fed by huge logs cut from the giant 
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t^cs of the vast and mysterious forests which have from 
time immemorial shadowed the whole existence of the 
German race. The salt, moulded or cut into blocks, was 
transported to Gaul as an article of commerce. But the 
Celts of the Rhine achieved distinction in other arts of 
life, for their jittery, weapons, and jewellery will bear com¬ 
parison with those of prehistoric peoples in any part of 
Europe. 

As has been remarked, at the dawn of history we find the 
Rhine Celts everywhere in full retreat before the rude and 
more virile Teutons, They lingered latterly about the 
Moselle and in the district of Kifel, offering a desperate 
resistance to the onrush mg hordes of Germanic warriors, 
In all likelihood they were outnumbered, if not outmatched 
in skill and valour, and they melted away before the 
savage ferocity of their foes, probably seeking- asylum 
with their kindred in Gaul. 

Probably the Teutonic tribes had already commenced 
to apply pressure to the Celtic inhabitants of Rhine¬ 
land in the fourth century before the Christian era. As 
was their wont, they displaced the original possessors 
of die soil as much by a process of infiltration as by 
direct conquest. The waves of emigration seem to have 
come from Rhactia and Pannoma, broad-headed folk, who 
were m a somewhat lower condition of barbarism than the 
race whose territory they usurped, restless, assertive, and 
irritable. Says Bedel oe; 1 

“ The mass of tall, blond, vigorous barbarians multiplied, 
seethed, and fretted behind the barrier thus imposed. 

acitus and several other classic authors speak of the 
remarkable uniformity in their apjiearancc; how they 
were all tall and handsome, with fierce blue eyes and 
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yellow hair. Humboldt remarks the tendency we all 
have to see only the single type in a strange foreign 
people, and to shut our eyes to the differences among 
them. Thus some of us think sheep all alike, but the 
shepherd knows better; and many think all Chinamen 
are alike, whereas they differ, in reality, quite as much as 
We do, or rather more. But with respect to the ancient 
Germans, there certainly was among them one very 
prevalent form of head, and even the varieties of feature 
which occur among the Marcomans—for example, on 
Marcus Aurelius* column — all seem to oscillate round 
one central type. 

The 1 Grave row* Type 

“Thisis the Graverow type of Ecker, the Hohbcrg type 
of J iis and Rutimeycr, the Swiss anatomists, [n it the 
head is long, narrow (say from 70 to 70 in breadth- 
index), as high or higher than it h broad, with the 
upper part of the occiput very' prominent, the forehead 
rather high than broad, often dome-shaped, often receding, 
with prominent brows, the nose long, narrow, and ; -emi¬ 
nent, the cheek-bones narrow and not prominent, the chin 
well marked, the mouth apt to be prominent in women. 
In Germany persons with these characters have almost 
always light eyes and hair. , , . This Graverow type is 
almost exclusively what is found in the burying-pi aces 
of die fifth, sixth, and seventh centuries, whether of Lhe 
Alemanni, the Bavarians, the Franks, the Saxons, or the 
Burgundians, Schctdig dug out a graveyard in Southern 
Spain which is attributed to the Visigoths, Still die 
same harmonious elliptic form, the same indices, breadth 
73 . height 74.” 
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Early German Society 

Tacitus til bis Germania gives a vivid if condensed picture 
of Teutonic life in the lauer part of the first century ; 

The lace of the country, though in some parts varied, 
presents a cheerless scene, covered with the gloom of 
forests, or deformed with wide-extended marshes ; toward 
the boundaries of Gauj, moist and swampy ; on the side 
of Noricum and Pannoiiia, more exposed to the fury of the 
winds. Vegetation thrives with sufficient vigour. The 
soil produces grain, but is unkind to fruit-trees; well 
slocked with cattle, but of an under-stae, and deprived bv 
nature of the usual gro wth and ornament of the head. The 
pride of a German consists in the number of his flocks ar'< 
herds ; they are his only riches, and in these he places ins 
chief delight. Gold and silver arc withheld from them: 
is it by the favour or the wrath of I Teavcn? I do not 
however, mean to assert that in Germanv there are no 
veins of precious ore ; for who has been a miner In these 
regions ? Certain it is they do not enjoy the possession 
and use of those metals with our sensibility. There art 
indeed, silver vessels to be seen among them, but they 
were presents to their chiefs or ambassadors: the German* 
regard them in no better light than common earthenware 
It is, however, observable that near the borders of the 
empire the inhabitants set a value upon gold and silver, 
irndmg them subservient to the purposes of commerce. 
Hie Roman com is known in those pans, and some of our 
specie is not only current, but in request. In places more 
remote the Simplicity of ancient manners still prevails ■ 
commutation of property is their only traffic. Where money 
passes m the way of barter our old coin is the mo/t 
acceptable, particularly that which is indented at the edge 
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or skimped with the impression of a chariot and two horses, 
called the Serrati and Bigati. Silver is preferred to gold, 
not from caprice or fancy, but because the inferior metal is 
of more expeditious use in the purchase of low-priced 
commodities. 

Ancient Gentian Weapons 

“ Iron does not abound in Germany, if we may judge 
from tile weapons in general use, Swords and large lances 
arc seldom seen. The soldier grasp* his javelin, or, as it 
is called in their language, his fm m —an instrument tipped 
with a short and narrow piece of iron, sharply pointed, and 
so commodious that, as occasion requires, he can manage 
it in close engagement or in distant combat. With this 
and a shield the cavalry are completely armed. The infantry 
have an addition of missive weapons. Each man carries a 
considerable number, and being naked, or, at least, not 
encumbered by his light mantle, he throws his weapon to 
a distance almost incredible. A German pays no attention 
to the ornament of his person ; his shield is the object 
of his care, and this he decorates with the liveliest colours. 
Breastplates are uncommon. In a whole army you will not 
see more than one or two helmets. Their horses have 
neither swiftness nor elegance, nor are they trained to the 
various evolutions of the Roman cavalry. To advance in a 
direct line, or wheel suddenly to the right, is the whole of 
their skill, and this they perform in so compact a body that 
riot one is thrown out of his rank. According to the best 
estimate, the infantry comprise die national strength, and. 
for that reason, always fight intermixed with the cavalry. 
Ihe dower of their youth, able by their vigour and activity 
to keep pace with the movements of the horse, are selected 
for this purpose, and placed in the front of the lines. The 
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number of these is fixed and certain: each canton sends a 
hundred, from that circumstance called Hnndredtrs by 
the army. The name was at first numerical only: it is 
now a title of honour. Their order of battle presents the 
form of a wedge. To give ground in the heat of action, 
provided you return to the charge, is military skill, not 
fear or cowardice. In the most fierce and obstinate 
engagement, even when the fortune of the day is douLtful 
they make it a point to carry oft their slain. ' To abandon 
their shield is a flagitious crime. The person guilty of it 
is interdicted from religious rites and excluded from the 
assembly of the state. Many who survived their honour 
on the day of battle have closed a life of ignominy by a 
halter.” 7 1 

Teutonic Customs 

The kings of this rude but warlike folk were elected by 
the suffrages of the nobility, and their leaders in battle, as 
was inevitable with such a people, were chosen by reason 
of their personal prowess. The legal functions were exer¬ 
cised by the priesthood, and punishments were thus held to 
be sanctioned by the gods. Among this barbaric people the 
female sex was held as absolutely sacred, the functions of 
wife and mother being accounted among the highest 
pcwsible to humanity, and we observe in ancient accounts 
of the race that typically Teutonic conception of the woman 
as seer ©r prophetess which so strongly colours early 
Germanic literature Women, indeed, in later times 
when Christianity had nominally conquered Paganism, 
remained as the sole conservators of the ancient Teutonic 
magtco-rehgious lore, and in the curtained recesses of 
dark-timber<rd halls whiled away the white hours of winter 
by dm pamful spelling out of runic characters and the 
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practice of arts which they were destined to convey from 
the priests of Odin and Thor to the witches of medieval 
days. 

Cos/if rue of the Early Teuton 

The personal appearance of these barbarians was as rude 
and simple as were their manners. Says Tacitus: 

•The clothing m use j s a loose mantle, made fast with a 
clasp, or, when that cannot be had, with a thorn. Naked 
in other respects, they loiter away whole days by die 
fireside. The rich wear a garment, not, indtsed. displayed 
and flowing, like the Part hi a ns or the people of Sarmatia, 
but drawn so tight that the form of the limbs is palpably 
expressed. The skins of wild animals are also much in 
use. Near the frontier, on the borders of the Rhine, the 
inhabitants wear them, but with an air of neglect that 
shows them altogether indifferent about the choice. The 
people who live more remote, near the northern seas, and 
have not acquired by commerce a taste for new-fashioned 
apparel, are more curious in the selection. They choose 
particular beasts and, having stripped off the furs, clothe 
themselves with the spoil, decorated with fmrti -coloured 
spots, or fragments taken from the skins of lish that swim 
the ocean as yet unexplored by the Romans. In point of 
dress there is no distinction between the sexes, except 
that the garment of the women is frequently made of linen, 
adorned with purple stains, but without sleeves, leaving 
the arms and part of the bosom uncovered/ 1 

The Germanic Tribes 

It is also from Tacitus that we glean what were the names 
and descriptions of those tribes who occupied the territory 
adjacent to the Rhine. The basin of Die river between 
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Stress burg and Maim was inhabited by the Tribacd, 
Nemeth, nnd Vangiones, further .south by the Matiacci 
near Wiesbaden, and the Ubii in the district of Cologne, 
Further north lay the Sugambri, and the delta of the river 
in the Low Countries was the seat of the brave Batavtt, 
from whom came the bulk of die legions by means of 
which Agricola obtained a footing in far Caledonia. 
Before the Roman Invasion of their territories these tribes 
were constantly engaged in internecine warfare, a condi¬ 
tion of affairs not to be marvelled at when we learn that 
at their tribal councils the warrior regarded as an inspired 
speaker was he who was most powerfully affected by the 
potations in which all habitually indulged to an extent which 
seemed to die cultured Romanis bestial in the last degree. 
The constant bearing of arms, added to their frequent 
addiction to powerful liquors, also seemed to render the 
Germanic warriors quarrel some to excess, and to provoke 
intertribal strife. 

The Romans in the Rhine Country 
Caesar is the first Roman writer to give us any historical 
data concerning the peoples who inhabited the basin of 
the Rhine, He conquered die tribes on the left bank, and 
was followed a generation or so later by Augustus, who 
established numerous fortified posts on the river. But 
the Romans never succeeded in obtaining a firm occupancy 
of the right bank. Their chid object in colonizing the 
Rhine territory was to form an effective barrier between 
themselves and the restless barbarian tribes of the Teutonic 
North, the constant menace of whose invasion lay as a 
canker at the heart of rich and fruitful Italy. With the 
terror of a barbarian inroad ever before their eyes, the 
cohorts of the imperial City constructed a formidable 
20 
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vallum, or earthen wall, from the vicinity of Linz to 
Regensburg, on the Danube, a tit stance of three hundred 
and fifty miles, for the purpose of raising a barrier against 
die advance of the warlike men of the North, I hey further 
planted a colony of veterans in the Black. Forest neigh¬ 
bourhood in order that invasion might be resisted from 
tliat side. But as the Empire began to exhibit signs of 
decadence the barbarians were quick to recognize the 
symptoms of weakness in those who barred their advance 
to the wealthy South, the objective of their dreams, hurled 
themselves against the boundary, now rendered feeble by 
reason of the withdrawal of its most experienced defenders, 
and, despite a stem resistance, flooded the rich valleys of 
the Rhine, swamped the colonies on the left hank which 
hud imbibed Roman civilization, and made all wholly 
Teutonic. 

The Rebellion of the Barbarians 
This was, however, a process of years, and by no means 
a speedy conquest. The closing years of Augustus’ reign 
were rlouded by a general rising of the Rhine peoples. 
Quintilius Varus, an officer who had been entrusted with 
the government of the provinces beyond the Rhine, proved 
totally unequal to curbing the bolder spirits among the 
Germans, who under their chief, Arminius. boldly chal¬ 
lenged the forces of this short-sighted officer, Arminius 
belonged to the Cherusci. He had served with the Ger* 
man horsemen in the Rhenish armies, and was conversant 
with the Latin language. Observing that half, at least, 
of the Roman forces were on leave, he incited the tribes 
of Lower Saxony to revolt. The weak Varus, who had 
under-estimated the influence of Arminius, attempted to 
quell the rising, but without success, and the bank of the 
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rrver was the scene of a wholesale slaughter. Varus, com- 
pictely losing his nerve, attempted to separate the cavalry 
from the infantry anti endeavoured to escape with three 
squadrons of the former; hut the Germans surrounded 
them, and after a hand-to-hand struggle of three days 
the Roman army was annihilated. The news of this 
disaster prompted ih caged Emperor to dispatch his sou 
1 ibenus to oppress what appeared to be a general rising 
of the North* 1 he Rhenish tribes, however, were too wary 
to meet the powerful force now sent against them in the 
open field, and during the remainder of the year Tiberius, 

Mi (ju peace, occupied himself in strengthening the Rhine 
fortifications. 

He was soon after recalled to Rome to assume the purple 
on t te death of Augustus. Germanicus. who had taken 
command of the legions on the Rhine, became conscious 
of discontent among the soldiers, who threatened to carry 
him into Rome and thrust him into the scat of empire. 
Hut h e soothed the passions of his soldiers by gifts and 
promises A road was opened from the Rhine imo the 
German hinterland, and Germamcu® led hi® army into the 
heart of a count* of which he knew but little to avenge 

clud^dT^ 0 ,hC , Variatl l ^ i0n5 ' Thc krest folk 
dudedthe invading host, which now sought to return 

to headquarters ; but ere they had completed the journey 

they were assailed and suffered a severe reverse. J ^ 

Numerous revolts occurred among the Gaulish legions in 

'H’.r* - , ,hc R " m “ Empire in Germany. But (he 
tubhom and tnamed resistance of the Romans no less 

Zn trr^ Gau!s Icd “ » cessation of 

. lav ,g ' :Cret ° f P mwr » Rhenish turn. 

'E'f^stana that the two great elements 
o( German naOMtality, ,he nobility and , he pricsl | lood . 


The Franks & Goths 

were becoming Romanized. But a rude culture was 
beginning to blossom, and a desire aro« among the bar¬ 
barians for unity. They wished to band themselves into 
a nation. 

The Franks and Goths 

The most dangerous enemies of Rome during the reigns 
of Valerian 3nJ Gallienus were the Franks, the Alemanni 
and the Goths, whose action finally decided the conquest 
of the Rhenish provinces of Rome, The name 1 * rank, or 
Freedman, was given to a confederacy formed in a.d. *40 
by the old inhabitants of the Lower Rhine and the Weser. 
It consisted of the Chauci, the Cherusd. and the Chatli, 
and of several other tribes of greater or less renown, lire 
Romans foresaw the power of this formidable union and. 
by the presence of the Emperor himself and his son, 
endeavoured to stem the invasion, which threatened their 
suzerainty. The Franks, fond of liberty and imbued with 
a passion for conquest, crossed the Rhine, in spite of its 
strong fortifications, and carried their devastations to the 
foot of the Pyrenees, For twelve years Gallienus attempted 
to stem the torrent thus freed. 

The Alemanni, who belonged to the Upper Rhi ne, betw een 
the Main and the Danube, were composed of many tribes, 
the most important of which was the celebrated Suevi. 
This people, who had now become a permanent nation, 
threatened the Empire with an invasion which was checked 
with difficulty after they had fought their way to the gates 
of Rome itself- in a.i>. 271 Aurelian completely subdued 
the Rhenish peoples, numbers of whom were dragged in 
his triumph through the streets of Rome; but after lbs 
brief reign the old condition of things reasserted itself, 
until Probus, who assumed the purple m 276, restored 
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peace and order by the construction of a massive wall 
between the Rhine and the Danube over two hundred 
miles in length, I he barbarians were driven beyond the 
river, which had hitherto served as a bound ary-11 tie even 
past the Elbe and the Ncckar. Finally, however, the 
internee me strife in the Imperial City forced the Romans 
to return thence, and Rhineland was abandoned to the 
will of it* semi-barbarian inhabitants. 

The early Christian centuries are full of the sound of 
conflict. In the fourth century the principal tribes j n 
western Germany were the Franks and the Alemannl, the 
Jormer of whom maintained a constant strife with the 
Saxons, who pressed heavily upon their rear. The Franks 
occupy the lower portion of the river, near to its mouth 
wh'fst the Alemarmi dwelt on the portion to the bounds 
of Helvetia and Switzerland. At this period great 
racial upheavals appear to have been taking place further 
east. By the beginning of the sixth century the Saxons 
Jff m to have penetrated almost to the north-western 
luiine, wnere the Franks were now supreme. 


The Merovingians 

^ f - fth c * mui ? aro * lhe powerful 
dynasty of the Merovingians. one of the most picturesque 

2V:t: J r Jv* of kistor ?* ** Lords L 

rim^L barbarism with advancement, Lhe bizarre 

tints of a serm-ci vibration unequalled in rude magnificence. 
Giant shadows of forgotten kings stalk across the canvas, 
their royal pur pie intermingling with the shaggy fell of the 
b^r and wolf One, Chilperic, a subtle grammarian and 

*&*** symbols, is yet the most 
implacable of hu race, the murderer of his wife, the heart- 

C5S sIajfer of hundreds, to whom human life is as that of 
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cattle, skilled in the administration of poison, a picturesque 
cut-throat. Others are weaklings, faineants ; but one, the 
most dread woman in Frankish history, Fredegonda, the 
queen of Chilperic, towers above ail in this masque of 
slaughter and treachery. 

Tradition makes claim that Andernach was the cradle of 
the Merovingian dynasty. In proof of this are shown the 
extensive ruins of the palace of these ancient Frankish 
kings. Merovig, from whom the race derived its name, 
was said to be the son of Clodio, but legend relates far 
otherwise. In name and origin he was literally a child of 
the Rhine, his father being a water-monster who seized 
the wife of Clodio while bathing in that river. In time 
she gave birth to a child, more monster than man, the 
spine being covered with bristles, fingers and toes webbed, 
eyes covered with a film, and thighs and legs homy with 
large shining scales. Clodio, though aware of the real 
paternity of this creature, adopted it as his own son, as 
did King Minos in the case of the Minotaur, giving 
him the name Merovig from his piscatory origin. On 
Ciodio's death the demi-monster succeeded to the throne, 
and from him sprang a long line of sovereigns, worthless 
and imbecile for the most part, 

Childeric. the son and successor of Merovig, enraged hjs 
people to such a degree by his excesses that they drove 
him from throne and country. One friend alone remained 
to him, Wi nomad us. who, having no female relations to 
suffer by the king’s attentions, did not find the friendship 
so irksome as others ; indeed, had been a partner in his 
licentious pleasures. He undertook to watch over the 
interests of Childcric during his enforced absence in 
Thuringia at the court of Basium, king of that country. 
The Franks had elected Aegidius. a Roman general, to 
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the sovereignly over them, but as he proved himself no 
better than Childeric, whom they had deposed, they once 
more essayed to choose another ruler. This was made 
known to Childeric through his friend Wi nomad us, He 
rapidly returned to the shores of the Rhine and, rein- 
forcing his following as he proceeded on his march, 
appeared before Andemach at the head of a formidable 
force, composed of many of his former subjects, together 
with Thuringian auxiliaries. The people of Andemach, 
unable to resist this overwhelming argument, again 
accepted Chitderic as their king, 

Basina the Sorceress 

While in Thuringia Childeric had seduced the affections 
of Basina, the queen of his protector. When he regained 
his throne he induced her to leave her husband, and made 
her his queen. Basina was a sorceress, one who could 
divine the future and also bestow the gift upon others. 
Through this she gained great influence over Childeric, 
who desired to see and know what fate had in store for 
himself and Ills race. Basina agreed to satisfy his curi¬ 
osity, and one night, at the midnight hour, they dim bed 
together to the summit of the hill behind Andemach, 
There she bade him stand and look out over the plain 
while slip performed her magical operations. After some 
lengthy incantations she bade him look well and tell Iter 
what he saw. 

In a trance-like voice the king replied: 

" 1 *“ a ^e plain, although all around is 

blackest night,” 

He paused; then, at her bidding, proceeded again: 

I see an immense concourse of wild animals—the lion, 
the tiger, the spotted pard, the elephant, the unicorn—ah I 
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they are coming this way—they will devour us!” and he 
turned to flee in great terror. 

Basina bade him stay in peremptory tones and again to 
look out over the plain. In a voice of alarm he cried 
out: 

“ 1 see bears and wolves, jackals and hyenas. Heaven 
help us, the others arc all gone I” 

Heedless of his terror, the queen bade him look again 
and, for the last time, tell her what he saw. 

" I see now dogs and cats and little creatures of all kinds. 
But there is one small animal—smaller than a mouse— 
who commands them ail. Ah ! he is eating them up- 
swallowing them all—one after another.*' 

As he looked the light, the plain, the animals all vanished, 
and darkness fell. Basina then read to him the meaning 
of his vision, 

“The first vision you saw indicated the character of our 
immediate successors. They will be as bold Hons, 
terrible as tigers, strong as elephants, uncommon as 
unicorns, beautiful as the yard. These are the men of an 
age; for a century shall they rule over the land." 

At this ChtJdenc was delighted, and ejaculated a fervent 
“Praise be to the gods 1” 

“The second,” pursued Basina, “are the men of the 
following century—our more remote descendants—rude 
as the bear, fell as the wolf, fawning as the jackal, cruel 
as the hyena—the curse of their people and—themselves. 
The last one—the following century—they will be weak, 
timid, irresolute—the prey of every base and low thing, 
the victims of violence, deceit, and cunning; vanquished 
and destroyed at last by the smallest of their own 
subjects.” 

Such was Chiklerie’s vision and his queen’s interpretation, 
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As she had predicted, the Merovingian dynasty lasted 
three hundred years, when it was overturned by one 
Pepin of Heristal. the smallest man of his day—at least, 
so tradition tells. 

At the d'ath of Clovis his sons split up die kingdom, and 
from that epoch a deadly war was waged between the 
rival kingdoms of Neustrta and Australia, the west and 
the east. 

The wars of Ncustria and Australia (Qit Reich, the 
Eastern Kingdom, which has, of course, no connexion 
with the modem Austria) are related by Gregory of 
Tours in his Ecclesiastical History af the Franks, one of 
the most brilliant pieces of historical and biographical 
writing to be discovered among the literature of Europe 
in the Dark Ages, Metz was the capital of this kingdom- 
province, Fredegonda, the queen of Chi 1 peric of 
Neustria, had a deadly blood-feud with her sister-in-law 
of Austrasia, and in the event put her rival to death by 
having her tom asunder by wild horses (a.o, 6ij). 
Later Austrasia became incorporated with Franconia, 
which in 843 was included in the kingdom of Louis the 
German. 

The Great Race of Charlemagne 
The race of the Carol ingians, whose greatest monarch 
was the famous Charlemagne, or Karl der Grosse, sprang 
from a family of usurpers known as the * Mayors of 
the Palace,* who had snatched the crown from the 
rots faineants, the last weakly shoots of the mighty 
line of Merovig, He was the elder son of Pepin the 
Short, and succeeded, on the death of his father in 
a.d. 768. to a kingdom which extended from tin: Low 
Countries to the borders of Spain. His whole life was 
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one prolonged war undertaken against the forces of 
paganism, the Moors of Spain who harassed his borders 
to the south, and the restless Saxon tribes dwelling 
between the Rhine, Weser, and Elbe, Innumerable are 
the legends and romances concerning this great, wise, and 
politic monarch and statesman, who, surrounding himself 
with warriors of prowess whom he called his paladins, 
unquestionably kept the light of Christianity and civiliza¬ 
tion burning in Western Europe. He was, however, 
quite as great a legislator as a warrior, and founded 
schools and hospitals In every part of his kingdom. 
He died at Aix-la-Chapdle in 814, and was buried 
there.* 

The ' Song of the Saxons ' 

One of the most stirring of the romances which tell of die 
wars of Charlemagne in the Rhine country is die Song 0/ 
(he Saxons, fifth in number of the Romans des Doum Pairs 
de France, and composed by jean Bodd, a poet of Artois, 
who flourished toward the middle of the thirteenth cen¬ 
tury. Charles, sitting at table in Laon one Whitsuntide 
with fourteen kings, receives news of an invasion of the 
Saxons, who have taken Cologne, killed many Frankish 
nobles, and laid waste the country, A racy epitome of 
the events which follow has been given by Ludlow in his 
Popular Epics of the Middle Ages (1865) as follows: 
"Charles invades Saxony, and reaches the banks of 
’Rune the Deep,* beyond which lies Gui ted in's palace of 
‘Tfemotgne ’ (supposed to be Dortmund, in Westphalia). 
The river is too deep to be crossed by the army, although 

1 Fot numerous critical articles upon CliUiIcitu^ne mul tha epic* or 
( Jt u Kt ent tit} xtsitt connected with bifn see tbs author's DiiHet\**y of 
Mtdttval Remana, 
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the two young knights, Baldwin and Berard, succeed in 
doing so in quest of adventure. The Saxons will not 
attack, trusting that the French will be destroyed by delay 
and the seasons. And, indeed, after two years and four 
months, the barons represent to the Emperor the sad plight 
of the host, and urge him to call upon the men of Herupt 
(North-west France) for performance of their warlike ser¬ 
vice, This is done accordingly, and the Herupc barons 
make all haste to their sovereign’s aid, and come up just 
after the Saxons have made an unsuccessful attack. They 
send to ask where they are to lodge their troops. The 
Emperor points them laughingly to the other side of the 
Rune, where float the silken banners of the Saxons, but 
says that any of his men shall give up their camping-place 
to them, I he Herupc men, however, determine to take 
htm at his word and, whilst the Archbishop of Sens 
blesses the water, boldly fling themselves in and cross 
it, and end, after a tremendous struggle, tn taking up 
the quarters assigned to them; but when hu sees their 

prowess the Emperor recalls them to his own side of the 
river* 


A bridge «s built, the army passes over it, the Saxons 
are discomfited in a great battle, and Guitedirt is killed 
m single combat by Charlemagne himself. 

" By this time the slender vein of historic truth which 
runs through the poem may be considered as quite 
exhausted et the real epic interest of the work centres 

m its a t, \ apocryphal conclusion, connected essentially 
with its purely romantic side. 

uSI 1 '’ *5* Wi ^ ° f Guitedin ' is 3 beauty, wise 

, f°. urteou ?j * ** *** she long and fair, more 

5 “ J3 , Shm i ng g ° Id * a brOW P° lish<5d clear, eyes 
jo ^ AU gl im g, a very well-made nose, teeth small and 
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white, a s&V 0 tMVtts mouth, more crimson chan blood; and 
in body and limbs so winning was she that God never 
made the man, howsoever old and tottering, if he durst 
look at her, but was moved with desire.' fl 
Fair Helissend, the daughter of the murdered Milo 
of Cologne, is her captive at once and her favourite, 
and when the French host takes up its position before 
the Rune, names and points out young Baldwin to 
her. 

With her husband's sanction, Sebilc has her tent pitched 
on the bank, and establishes herself there with her ladies 
to act as decoys to the Franks ; for “ fair lady's look makes 
men undertake folly." She is taken, however, in her own 
toils; falls in love with Baldwin one summer's day on 
seeing him ride forth with hawk on wrist, and makes 
Helissend invite him over the river, under a very frank 
pledge tliat “ she will be his, for loss or gain,” Thetr 
iirst meeting apparently takes place in the presence of 
Sebile’s ladies, and so little mystery is attached to their 
love t hat, on Baldwin’s return to the Frank host after 
killing and despoiling of his armour a Saxon chief, he not 
only tells his adventure publicly to the Emperor, but the 
latter promises in a twelvemonth to have him crowned 
king of the country and to give him Sebilc for wife, for* 
bidding him, however, to cross the river any more —a 
command winch Baldwin hears without meaning to obey. 
Nay, when Baldwin has once broken this injunction and 
escaped with great difficulty from the Saxons, the Em¬ 
peror imposes on him the brutal penance of entering 
Sebile's tent to kiss her in the sight of the Saxons, and 
bringing back her ring — which Baldwin contrives to fulfil 
by putting on the armour of a Saxon knight whom he kills. 
As in The Taking of Grange, it never seems to occur to 
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the poet that there can he any moral wrong in making love 
to a “Saracen's 1 ' wife, or in promising her hand in her 
husband's lifetime; ami, strange to say, so benignant are 
these much-wronged paynim that Guiteclin is not repre¬ 
sented as offering or threatening the slightest ill-treatment 
his faithless queen, however wroth he may be against 
her lover ; nor. indeed, as having even the sense to make 
her pitch her tent further from the bank. The drollest bit 
of sentimentality occurs, however, after the victory of 
the Franks and Guitecho's dead;, when Sebile is taken 
prisoner After having been bestowed in marriage on 
Baldwin by the Emperor, she asks one boon of both, which 
is that Guiteciin’s body bu sought for. Jest the beasts 
should eat it-—a request the exceeding nobleness of which 
strikes thr Emperor and the Frank knights with astonish, 
ment. When the body is found and brought to Sebilc, 
“ watcr of her eyes falls down her chin, * Ha, Guite- 
clin, said she. * so gen lie a man were you, libera! and free- 
spending, and of noble witness! If in heaven and on earth 
Mahomet has no power, even to pray Him who made 
Lazarus, t pray and request Him to have mercy nn thee/" 
The dead man is then placed in a great marble tomb; 
Sebile is christened, marries her lover, and is crowned 
with him as Queen of Saxony, Helissend being in like 
manner given to Berard. 

“ It is now that the truly tragical part of the poem com- 
mences. Charles and his host depart, the Emperor warn¬ 
ing his nephew to be courteous, loyal, and generous, to 
keep true faith to his wife, yet not t« spend too much time 
m her arms, bLit to beware of the Saxons. The caution is 
needed, for already the two sons of Guiteclin, with one 
hundred thousand Russians and Bulgarians, and the giant 
I*crabras of Russia, a personage twelve feet hi gh , with 
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light hair plaited together, reddish beard, ami flattened 
face, are within a day and a half's journey of 'Tremoigne,’ 
burning to avenge Guiteclin. One Thursday morning 
their invasion is announced to the young king, who has 
hut fifteen thousand men to oppose to them. Sebile em¬ 
braces her husband's knees, and entreats him to semi at 
once for help to his uncle; the barons whom he has called 
to counsel favour her advice, * Barons,* said Baldwin, 1 1 
should fear the dishonour of it. It is too soon to seek 
and pray for succour. We have not yet unhorsed knights, 
cut arms from bodies, made bowels trail; we are fifteen 
thousand young men untried, who should buy our praise 
and our honour, and seize ami acquire strange lands, and 
kill and shame and grieve our enemies, cleave the bright 
helmets, pierce the shields, break and tear the hauberks of 
mail, si led blood and make brains to fly. To trie a pleasure 
it seems t>- put on hauberk, watch long nights, fast long 
days. Let us go strike upon them without more delay, 
that we may be able to govern this kingdom.’ The barons 
listen with an ill-will to this speech; Baldwin himself, on 
viewing the paynim host, is staggered at their numbers, 
and lets Sebilc persuade Him to send a messenger to his 
unde. However, with five thousand men he makes a 
vigorous attack on the vanguard of the Saxons, consisting 
<if twenty thousand, and ends by putting them to flight. 
On the news of this repulse the two sonsof Guiteclin come 
out, apparently with the bulk of the army, T he French 
urge the young king to re-enter the city, but he refuses— 
Scbile would hold him for a sleepy coward. He kills 
Fcrabras, unhorses one of Guiteclin’s sons. But the dis¬ 
parity of numbers is too great; the French are obliged to 
retreat, and shut themselves up in the city. 

“ Meanwhile the messenger had reached Charlemagne at 
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Cologne with the news of the renewal of the war. Whilst 
all his barons are summoned, the Emperor stares in haste 
himself for Sajsony with ten thousand men. Baldwin was 
seated in his tower. looking out upon a league of hostile 
tents, complaining to Scbile, who ‘ comforts him as a 
worthy lady,' bidding him mist in his uncle's succour. 
3 lu* is the first to descry the French host and to point it 
out to her husband. * Ah, God! 1 said Charles’s nephew, 
* fair Father Creator, yet will I avenge me of the pagan 
people. He goes down from his palace, and cries to Jus 
men, ‘Arm ye, knights I Charles is returned,' 

" The besieged prepare at once for a sally, Sebile places 
tbs helmet on her husband's head and kisses him, never 
to see him more alive. The enemy are disarmed * three 
thousand of them are killed by the ttmc Baldwin cuts his 
way to his unde, to whom, as his liege lord, he makes 
complaint against the Saxons, The Emperor** answer 
contains little but philosophic comfort- ‘ Fair nephew, so 
goes war; when your day comes, know that voti will din; 
your father died, you will not escape. Yonder arc your 
enemies, of whom you complain; I give you leave, go and 
strike them/ Code and nephew both perform wonders. 
But Jhrurd is killed by Feramnr, one of GuitcdiiA sons 
and the standard which he bom disappear under him. 
Baldwin engages Feramor; each severely wounds the 
other; the fight is *0 well contested that Baldwin offers 
to divide the land with him if he will make peace. The 
baxon spurns the offer, and is killed. 

But ' Baldwin is wounded in the breast grievously ; from 
thence to the spur h is body is bloody. T Saxons, Lusalians. 
Hungarians perceive that his blows lessen and fall slow. 

, many a time, but the French hear him 

not. U hen Baldwin sees that he will Jmve no succour, 
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as a boar ho defends himself with bis sword. . . . Who 
should have seen the proud countenance of the king, how 
he beats and defends himself against the paynim, great 
pity should surely take his heart.’ Struck with fifteen 
wounds, his horse killed under him. he offers battle on 
foot. They dare not approach, but they fling their swords 
at him. and then go and hide beneath a rock. Baldwin, 
Ceding death approaching, 1 from the fair eyes of his head 
begins to weep' for sorrow and rage. He now addresses 
an elaborate last prayer to God; but whilst he is on his 
knees, looking toward tire East, a Saxon comes to cut off 
Ids head. Baldwin, furious, seizes his sword, which hail 
fallen from his hand on the green grass, and with a last 
blow cleaves the Saxon to the shoulders, then dies. 

“The news is carried to the Emperor, who laments his 
ill fate. Rest he has never had; the paynim folk have 
killed him the flower of his friends, Roland at Roncevaur 
anil now Baldwin. 1 Ha, God! send me death, without 
making long delay 1 ’ He draws his sword, and is about 
to kill himself when Naymes of Bavaria restrains him 
and bids him avenge his nephew's death. I lie old man. 
however, exposes his life with such recklessness, the 
struggle is so unequal, that Naymes himself has to 
persuade him to leave the battle and enter the city until 
the Hcrupe nobles come to his aid. * Dead is Count 
Roland and Count Oliver, and all the twelve peers, who 
used to help in daunting that pride which makes us bend 
so; no longer at your right hand is Baldwin the warnOFj 
the paynim have killed him and Berard the light; God 
has their souls. ... If yon arc killed ... in your death 
alone a hundred thousand will die/ 

*■ They lead him away, unwilling, from the held. Baldwin’s 
corpse is carried by him on his shield. Scbile comes to 
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Em l«rOT a"d asks of her husband. Charles 
bids her loot at him. Sho faints lo tin; ground. There 
IS true pathos (though somewhat wire-drawn) in her 
lament, when she comes to herself: 

"- Sir King Baldwin, for God’s sake, speak ! i am vour 

it sha Hit ak 'r C \ 1 luve °<fcnded you in aught. 

IIS?'* "“deamonh for wholly to your pleasure; but 

nSTlLreT' I ’° r V °“ W “ H b »l*‘tcd and lifted; 

fail m,’ h SSM*- “"‘'re 1 ’ m >' aff «tions. and if you 
fail me, u will be ill done. 1 oo soon it seems to me. if 

already you repent. Baldwin, is it a trick? Are you 
deceiving me? Speak t o nK . f(iend . „„ ’ > 

are your garments dyed and bloody, but 1 do no, Mir^ 
that you are killed! there is no man so bold nr l, 

ButThfok l'” ''t ““'re 111 " y ° U: * *«* do so. 

I,, ,11 l n k V a Wllt >' ou wish to t( 7 me. how I 
f ‘l'l 3 t hl T lf y °“, “'“ r " departed. Speak to me. for 
. *1 s take who was bora of virgin, and for thai ladv who 

xsfk, aod for «■ 

,f ,T ' lrry , °"< ser ’’ *says the iTre 
go majT ai> ‘ ’S' m h "S ri ‘/ “ty t»ert, / shaU 

tfJS l ? d n ° r *“* “ine. hut had the 
c osed his 1 , ,t ' “ r0Ka<ls with helmet 

in htfo . ,0 W* »■=<*. his sword 

V"!’ « «* hauberk, and wetted his 
(las. his font^ u hja beard swayed, whiter than 

i_ ■ ? 1 ” m ^ LtbLu ie quivered; until dawn he lamented 

if— *■. •. dd.... a; 5si2 
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crown in Paris. Tlte Emperor has the gate opened, and 
sallies forth to meet him. They engage in single combat; 
the old Emperor kills the Saxon’s horse, disarms him, 
and only spares his life on condition of his embracing 
Christianity' and yielding himself prisoner. 

“The rest of the poem has comparatively little interest. 
Old Naymes in turn kills his man—a brother of Guiteclin 
—*in single combat Dyalas, the Emperors new vassal, 
* armed in French fashion, 1 performs wonders in honour 
of his new allegiance. Finally the Hcrupesc come up, and 
of course overthrow the Saxons. An abbey is founded on 
the field of battle, which Sebile enters; Dyalas, baptised 
as 1 Guiteclin the Convert,' receives charge of the kingdom, 
and the Emperor returns, bearing with him the bodies of 
Baldwin and Bvrard; after which 1 well was France in 
p-'ace many a year and many a day; the Emperor found 
not any who should make hint wroth. 1 " 

Fastrada : a Legend of A ix-la-Chapelte 
Fastrada, wc are told, was the fourth wife of the Emperor 
Charlemagne and the best beloved. Historians have 
judged that the lady was by no means worthy of the 
extraordinary affection bestowed upon her by her husband, 
some maintaining that she practised the arts of sorcery, 
others crediting her with political intrigues, and still 
others roundly asserting that she was not so virtuous as 
she should have been. 

History failing tu account for Charlemagne's devotion to 
bis fourth wife, the task lias devolved upon tradition. 
Once upon a time (so runs the talc), when Charlemagne 
dwelt at Zurich, he had a pillar erected before his house, 
and on the top of the pillar a bell was placed, so that any 
one desiring justice had but to ring it to be immediately 
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conducted before the Emperor, there to liave his case 
considered. 

One day. just as Charlemagne was about to dine, the bell 
was rung loudly. He at once dispatched Ins attendants 
to bring the importunate claimant info his presence A 
moment later they re-entered with the assurance that no 
one waited outside. Even as they spoke the bell rung 
again, and again the attendants withdrew at the bidding 
of their royal master. Once more they returned with the 
information that none was to be seen. When the bell 
rang for the third time the Emperor himself rose from 
the table and went outside to satisfy himself as to the 
ringer s identity. | ids lime the mystery was solved; for 
twining round the pillar was a great snake, which, before 
the astonished eyes of the Emperor and his suite, was 
lustily pulling the bell-rope. 

" Bring the snake before me," said Charlemagne. 

Whether to man or beast* 1 may not refuse justice." 
Accordingly the snake was conducted with much cere, 
moity into the Emperor's presence, where it was dhtinalv 
observed to make a low obeisance. The Kaiser addressed 
[he animal courteously, as though it were a human Lein- 
and inquired what it wanted. Whereupon the snake 
T . f sign which the company took to indicate that it 
desired the Emperor to follow it. Charlemagne did not 
hesitate, but followed the creature to the shores of the 
lake, attended by all his courtiers. Straight to ils nest 
went the snake, and there, among the eggs, was an enor¬ 
mous toad, puffing out its bloated body and staring with 
glassy eyes at the company. The reason for the snake’s 
appeal was at once apparent. 

Take away that toad," said the Emperor, as gravely as 
plough he were pronouncing judgment in an important 
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human case; "takeaway that toad and bum it. It lias 
nken unlawful [possession of the snake's nest.'* 

The court listened to die Emperor’s decree in respectful 
silence, and immediately carried out the sentence. The 
company thereupon reentered the royal abode, and 
thought no more of the incident. 

On the following day. however, at about the same hour, 
the serpent entered the chamber in which Charlemagne 
sat, and glided swiftly toward the table. The attendants 
were somewhat astonished at the unexpected appearance, 
but the Kaiser motioned to them to stand aside, for he 
was very curious to see what the reptile would do. 
Raising itself till its head was on a level with the table, 
it dropped into his plate a magnificent diamond of the 
first water, gleaming with the purest light. This done, 
the serpent bowed low, as on the previous occasion, and 
quitted the room as silently as it had entered. 

The diamond, set in a gold ring of exquisite workmanship. 
Charlemagne presented to his wife, the beautiful Fastrada. 
But besides being a thing of beauty and of great value, 
tile diamond was also a charm, for whoever received it 
from another received with it a wealth of personal affection. 
So was it with Charlemagne and fastrada. On presenting 
the ring to his wife the Emperor straightway conceived 
for her a passion far more intense than he had hitherto 
experienced. From that time to the day of her death he 
was her devoted slave, blind and deaf to all her faults. 
Nay, even when she died, he refused to quit the room in 
which she lay. or permit the interment of her bodyj re¬ 
fused to see the approach of corruption, which spares not 
youth or loveliness; seemed, in short, to have lost all 
count of the passage of time in his grief for the beloved 
hastrada. At length he was approached by Turpin. 
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Archbishop of Rhdms, who had lean* by occult mean,. 

e reason for the Emperor's strange infatuation. Coin* 
up to the dead Empress, he withdrew from her mouth f 
gu tainonr, At the same moment Charlemagne re- 

P ine f 115 TT? 3 ; made urr7U1 gemenis for the burial of 
his wife, and left for the Castle of Frankenstein, 

^ possessor of the ring was now the wonhy archbishop, 
.nd to him the magically inspi red affections of CharlemJS 

,nr^ r uch to thz mans to 

flatter "Tf i? ^ ™ Wclcc,JT1e **«*■“ ^d fulsome 
. ° f hl ! ** V **'S* he cast *** ring into the lake 
wh,ch surrounded the castle Once more the Emperor's 

affections changed their object, and this rime it was the 

Whh " hich hcfcU in hvc ' and 
whid, he retained a firm attachment all through his life 

hnally directing that he should ^ buried there. And So 

he was bid to rest in that wondrous old town in the 

church of St. Mary. In the year 1000 his tomb was 

OttX V if ^ m P eror Otto Iri * but ^ account that 
v ° f °' ,nd the bod y ****** u l w " » throne with crown on 
head and sceptre in hand is generally regarded as legendary. 

, “ r ' opha 1 f iS W3 ^ once more opened by Frederick I in 
l\ whe ? lhe remains were transferred from the princely 
marble where they had hitherto rested and plaid in a 
wooden coffin. Fifty years later, however. Frederick II 
had them placed in a splendid shrine. The original 
sarcophagus may still be seen at Aix, and the royal rdi^ 
Ate exhibited every st* years* 

Louis. Charlemagne's son, lived to see the division of his 
Empire, brought about through his own weakness. His 
fair provinces were ravaged by the Danes and the Normans. 
Teuton and Frank were now for ever separated. Twice 
uring Lotus reign his own sons dethroned him, but 
40 


The Last Carolingians 

on his death in 840 die Empire became more firmly 
established* 

Lothair I {84 0-S5 5) succeeded to the imperial title, while 
Germany fell to the lot of his brother Louis, Charles the 
Bald ruled over France, Lot hair's portion was Limited to 
Lorraine, Burgundy, Switzerland, and Italy, Civil strife 
broke out, but Louis retained the whole of Germany with 
the provinces on the left bank of the Rhine. Louis 11 
(856-^7^) ascended the throne as Roman Emperor, but 
died without any mat*: issue, while Charles the Fat, who 
succeeded him, was removed from the throne by order of 
the Church on account of his insanity. 

With Charles ended the Carolingian dynasty, From 
die death of the illustrious Charlemagne the race had 
gradually but surely declined. After the removal of 
Charles the Fat there came a lapse of seventy-four years, 
Conrad I (911^919) founded the Gascon dynasty of 
Germany, and was succeeded by 1 lenry the Fowler 
£9 1 9-936). His son, Otto 1 . called the Great £936-973), 
was crowned Roman Emperor in 962. In 956 his eleva¬ 
tion to the Germanic kingdom was a popular one, A 
portion of Gaul to the west of the Rhine along the banks 
of the Meuse and the Moselle was ceded to the Germans. 
Otto’s supremacy between the Rhine, the Rhone, and the 
Alps was acquired and held for his successors. With 
the sword he propagated Christianity, subdued Italy, and 
delivered the Pope from his enemies, who, to show* his 
appreciation, invested him with the imperial title, which 
ever after belonged to the Germanic nation. The German 
Emperors, however, still Continued to exercise the right of 
electing the Pope, thereby reducing the Roman Church to 
a level of servitude. 

Toward the close of the Carol ingi an dynasty France 

4 * 


Kero l aics Legends of the Rhine 

ami Germany Iiad lx:comc irrevocably detached; both 
Rations suffered from internecine wars. The Slavonians 
penetrated into the Empire, even to the banks of the 
Rhine, I*ctnlal princes began to make war u}>on cadi 
other, and, within their respective districts, were virtual 
sovereigns, 

At the partition of the domains of Charlemagne in A,n, 845 
the Rhine formed the boundary between Germany and the 
middle kingdom of Lotharingia, but by 870 the latter liad 
been absorlied by the larger country. Fora period verging 
ujioti eight hundred years it remained the frontier of die 
German Empire. In the early Middle Ages the heritage 
of the ancient Roman civilization rendered it the must 
cultured portion of Germany. By the time of Otto 1 
(died 97^) both banks of the Rhine had become German, 
and tire Rhenish territory was divided between the duchies 
of Upper and Lower Lorraine, the one on the Moselle and 
tile other on the Meuse. But. like other German states, 
on the weakening of the central power they split up into 
numerous petty independent principalities, cadi with its 
special history, 

The Paintinate 

Chief among these was the state known as the Palatinate, 
from the German word Pfalz, a name given generally 
to any district ruled by a count palatine. It was 
bounded by Prussia on the north, on the east by Baden, 
and on the south by Alsace-Lorraine. We first hear of 
a royal official known as the Count Palatine of the Rhine 
in tile tenth century. Although the office was not origin¬ 
ally an hereditary one, it seems to have been held by the 
descendants of the first count, until Lhe continuity of the; 
race of Hermann was broken by the election of Conrad, 
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stepbrother of the German king Frederick I. as Count 
Palatine. From that time till much later in German 
history the Palatinate ol the Rhine appears to have been 
gifted during their lifetime to the nephews or sons-in-law 
of the reigning Emperor, and by virtue of his occupancy 
of the office the holder became an Elector, or voter in the 
election of an Emperor. The office was held by a large 
number of able and statesmanlike princes, as Frederick 1 , 
Frederick III, the champion of Protestantism, and Fre¬ 
derick V. In the seventeenth century the Palatinate was 
first devastated and then claimed by France, and later was 
disturbed by still more harassing religious strife. In 
1777 it was united with Bavaria upon the reigning Elector 
falling heir to the Electorate of that state, 

A Tuk of the Palatine House 
Throughout the Middle Ages the nobles of Rhineland 
were mostly notorious for their wild savagery and preda¬ 
tory habits, and thus the modem traveller on the famous 
river, admiring the many picturesque castles built on 
summits overlooking its banks, is prone to think of these 
places as having been die homes of men who were little 
better than freebooters. Ami in general this idea is just; 
yet Walter Pater's story, DuK Karl of Resenwald— 
which tells how a medieval German baron discovered in 
himself a keen love of art, and sought to gather artists 
round! him from France and Italy—may well have been 
aided from a veracious historical source, lor at leasts 
few of the German petty princes of the Middle Ages 
shared the aestheticism characterizing so many of their 
contemporaries among the noblemen of the Latin races, 
and it is interesting to find that among tlw old German 
courts where art was loved in this isolated fashion was 
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that of the Palatine house, which ultimately became minted 
by marriage to the Royal Stuarts, a dynasty as eminently 
artistic as the Medicis themselves. 

This Palatine house was regnant for many generations 
at Heidelberg Castle, and there, at a remote medieval 
date, reigned a prince named Louis HI, who esteemed 
literature and painting, A fond parent he was besides, 
devoted to his two sons, the elder called Louis and 
the younger Frederick; and from the outset he 
attended carefully to the education of the pair, choosing 
as their tutor a noted scholar, one Kenmat, while he 
allowed this tutor’s daughter Eugenia to be taught along 
wills the princely pupils, and he also admitted to the 
group an Italian boy, Rafaello. These four children 
grew up together, and the Palatine prince was pleased 
to mark that Frederick, though full of martial ardour, 
showed intellectual tastes as well; yet the father did not 
live long to watch the growth of the boy’s predilection 
therein, and there came a day when the crown of 
Louis UJ was acquired by his heir, Louis IV. Still 
quite young, the latter was already affianced to Margaret 
of Savoy; and this engagement had incensed various 
nobles of the Rhine, especially the Count of Luienstein 
He was eager that his own house should become affiliated 
With the Palatinate, aud while he knew that there was 
Jitde hope of frustrating Louis’ prospective wedding, this 
<M not nullify his ambitions. For was it not possible 
that the marriage might prove without issuer And, as 
Dai would ultimately set Frederick on the Palatine 
Drone. Lurenstdn determined that his daughter Leonora 
should wed the younger of the two princes. She herself 
was equally eager for the union, and though die affair 
was not definitely arranged in the meantime, it was widely 
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understood that at no very distant (late Leonora's betrothal 
wo til d be announced. 

At length there came a day when the nobUsst of 
the Rhine assembled at Heidelberg to celebrate the 
nuptials of Louis and Margaret, For a space the re¬ 
joicings vent forward merrily', but. as Louis scanned 
the faces of his guests, he was surprised to find 
that Frederick was absent. Why was this? he 
mused ; and going in search he soon found His brother 
in one of the smaller rooms of the castle, attended by 
Rafaello, Now the latter, who was developing a tare 
gift for sculpture, had lately made a statue to decorate 
this room; and on Louis entering Frederick was gazing 
with passionate fondness at this new work of art, Louis 
was Straightway called upon to observe its loveliness, 
and even as Frederick was descanting thus, a number of 
the guests who had remarked their host’s temporary 
absence trooped into the room, among them being 
Leonora of Liizcnstcin. She was in ill-temper* f^r 
Frederick had not so much as troubled to salute her 
on her arrival; and now. finding him deep in ad¬ 
miration of a statue, its subject a beautiful girt, her 
rancour deepened apace. But who was the girl ? she 
wondered; and as divers other guests were nLo in¬ 
quisitive on this head, it soon transpired that Rafaello s 
model had been Eugenia. Leonora knew that this girl 
had been Frederick’s playmate in youth, so her wrath 
turned to fierce malice, for she suspected that in Eugenia 
she had a rival who might wreck all hopes of the Luzcn- 
strins becoming united, to the Palatine house. 

But Frederick regarded Eugenia only as a sister, 
knew that she and the sculptor who had hewn her likeness 
loved one another, and he longed to see their union broug £ 
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about, his genuine affection for the young Italian being the 
greater on account of Rafielln’s blossoming talents as an 
artist. Leonora, however, knew nothing of the real situa¬ 
tion ; she fancied she had been insulted, and demanding 
of her father that he should cease all negotiations regarding 
Frederick's suggested engagement to her, she proceeded 
to take stronger measures. Readers of Sir Walter .Scot t’s 
Arirte of GiitnUin will recall the Vehmgiri■e/tt, that 
‘Secret! ribunal whose deeds were notorious in medieval 
Germany, and it chanced that the Lvucjistcins were in touch 
with this body. Its minions were called upon to wreak 
vengeance on the younger Palatine prince. On several 
occasion his life was attempted, and once he would 
certainly have been killed had not Rafaello suer on red him 
in the hour of need. 

Meanwhile a son was hum to Louis, and in celebration of 
the event a tourney was held at Heidelberg, competitors 
coming from far and near, all of them eager to win the 
golden sword which was promised to the man who should 
prove champion. One after another they rode into the 
lists, Frederick being among the number; and as each 
presented lumsdf his name was railed aloud by the herald. 
At length there came one of whom this functionary crip?d, 
"This is a nameless knight who I tears a plain shield*'; 
and at these words a murmur of disapproval rose from dir 
crowd, while everyone looked up to where Louis sat, 
awaiting his verdict on the matter. Hut he signified that 
the mysterious aspirant should he allowed to show his 
prowess, and a minute later, all who were to take part 
being now assembled, Frederick and another comjalitor 
were stationed at opposite ends of the lists, and the signal 
cn diem to charge. Forward thundered their steeds, a 
faro: combat ensued; but Frederick proved victor, and so 
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another warrior came forward to men him. He. too, was 
worsted, and soon it appeared as though the young Palatine 
prince would surely win the coveted golden sword; for 
foeman after foe man he vanquished, and eventually only 
two remained to confront him—the nameless knight and 
another who had entered the lists under a strange, though 
less suspicious, pseudonym. The latter expressed his 
desire to fig ill last of all. and so the nameless one galloped 
toward Frederick, and their lances clashed together. The 
Palatine prince bore his adversary to the ground, apparently 
conquering him with complete case; and fearing he had 
wounded him mortally, Frederick dismounted with intent 
to succour him. But the speedy fall had been a feint, and 
as the victor lieat down the mysterious knight suddenly 
drew a dagger, with intent to plunge it into the prince s 
heart. So stealthy a deed was unknown in the history of 
the tourney. The crow'd gazed as though petrified, and 
Frederick’s life would doubtless have been lost—‘for he 
was weak after his many joustings—had not he Who had 
asked to fight last of all gallop'd forward instantly on 
marking the drawn weapon and driven his lance into the 
body of the would-be murderer 1 

It was Rafaello who had rescued the Palatine prince once 
again, and it was a member of the Lu?cn$tcin house who 
had sought to kill him thus. A crafty device in truth, 
and thenceforth the name of Lurenstcin became abhorred 
throughout all Rhineland, while tlte brave Italian was 
honoured by knighthood, and arrangements w'Cre made 
for his speedy union with Eugenia. But, alas ! the fates 
w'ere untoward ; for tlte * Secret '[ tribunal, 1 having been 
baulked again and again, began to direct their schemes 
against the sculptor instead of his patron ; and one even¬ 
ing, as Rafaello was walking w ith his beloved one, a band 
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of villains attacked and murdered die pair. They were 
buried together at a place known for many centuries after 
as ■ 1 he Lovers' Crave,' and here Frederick used to loiter 
often, musing fondly on the dear sister who had been 
snatched from him in this ruthless fashion, and dreaming 
of the lofty artistic career which he had planned m vain 
for his beloved Rafaello. 

Bishops, Barons, and Bourgeois 
To trace the fortunes, divisions, and junctions of the 
fcsstr Rhine principalities would be a work requiring a 
world of patience on the part of the reader as wdl as an 
amount of space which would speedily surpass the limits 
even of such an ample volume as the present. The 
constant changes of boundary of these tiny lordships, tin* 
Hazy character of the powers possessed by their rulers. 
tJu- multiplicity of free townships yielding obedience to 
none but their Own civic rulers, the brief but none the less 
tyrannous rule of scores of robl^er barons who exercised 
a regime of blood and iron within a radius of five miles 
of their castellated eyries, render the tracing of the history 
of the Rhine during the Middle Ages a task of almost 
unequalled complexity, robbed of all die romance of 
bistOTy by reason of the necessity for constant attention 
to the details of dynastic and territorial changes and die 
petty- squabblings ami dreary scuffling* of savage barons 
with their neighbours or with the scarcely less brutal 
ecclesiastical dignitaries, who, joining with gusto tn the 
general me lit of land-snatching, served to swell the tumult 
with their loud-voiced claims for land and lordship. Three 
of tile Electors of branconia, within the boundaries of which 
tile Palatinate was included, were archbishops, and these 
Were foremost in all dynastic and territorial bickerings, 


The Rhine Hanse Towns 

The growth ol German municipalities since the days of 
ihrir founder, Henry the Fowler, was not without effect 
upon the Empire. Distinctions of class were modified. 
The freeman became empowered to reserve to himself 
the right ol going to war along with his lord. Imperial 
cities lrfgan to spring up; these were governed by a 
lieutenant of the Emperor, or by their own chief magi¬ 
strate. They achieved confederation, thus guarding them¬ 
selves against imperial and feudal encroachments, The 
■League of the Rhine* and that of the Hanse Towns 
emerged as the fruit of this policy. The latter federation 
consisted of about four-score cities of Germany which 
under their charter enjoyed a commercial monopoly. 
This example succeeded so well that its promoter, Lllbtck, 
had the satisfaction of seeing all cities between the Rhine 
and the Vistula thus connected. Iht clergy, jealous of 
this municipal power, besought the Emperor to repress 
the magistrates who had been ealh?d into being by the 
people, and who were closely allied to this commercial 
confederation, but the monarch advised the prelates to 
return to their churches lest their opulent friends became 
their enemies. 

The Rhine Hanse To'ums 

The in due nee of the Hanseatic League of tire Rhine 
district in the fourteenth century extended over the whole 
commercial radius of Germany, Prussia, Russia, the 
i\ ! ether lands, and Britain, It opened up new fields of 
commerce, manufacture, and industry. It paved the way 
for culture, it subdued the piracy which had existed in 
the Baltic, and it promoted a universal peace. On the 
other hand, it created jealousy ; it boycotted the honest 
manufacturer and merchant who did not belong to the 
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League, and fostered luxury in thu- Rhenish cities, which did 
much to sap the sturdy character of the people. The celo 
brity w liich many of these municipalities attained through 
their magnificence can be gathered from the historic 
buildings of Worms, Spires, Frankfort, Cologne, Augsburg, 
and Nuremberg. The splendour of these edifices and the 
munificence of thdr wealthy inhabitants could only be 
equalled in the maritime regions of Italy, But in the 
fifteenth century the power of the League began to decline. 
The Russian towns, under the leadership of Novgorod 
the Great, commenced a crusade against the Manse Towns* 
monopoly in that country. The general rising in England, 
which was one of the great warehouses, under Henry VI 
and Edward IV reflected upon them. The Netherlands 
followed England's example. In the seventeenth century 
their existence was confined to three German towns— 
Lubeck, Hamburg, anil Bremen, Those no longer had 
the power to exercise their influence over the nation, and 
soon the League dropped out of existence. 

The Thirty Years' JVar 

The protracted struggle known as the Thirty Years’ War 
was most prejudicial to the interests of the Rhine valley, 
which was overrun by the troops of the several nationalities 
engaged. One phase of this most disastrous struggle— 
the War of the Palatinate—carried the rapine and slaughter 
to the banks of the Rhine, where, as has been said, they 
were long remembered. During the reign of Ferdinand III 
(1637-1659) a vigorous and protracted war broke out 
between France and Germany, the former assisted by her 
ally Sweden. Germany, seeing that unless peace were 
restored her ruin as a great power would be inevitable, 
entered into negotiations with France, and in 1648 
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the claims of France and Sweden were settled by the 
Peace of Westphalia. This treaty is particularly notable 
in the present instance because it gave to the former 
country the footing on the Rhine already mentioned as 
the beginning of French encroachments. Germany was 
forced to give up Alsace, on the left bank of the river. 
France, by the seizure of Strassburg, confirmed by the 
Treaty of Ryswick In 1605, extended her boundaries to 
die Rhine. At the beginning of the French Revolution 
Leopold 11 of Germany and other German monarch* 
agreed to support the cause of French royalty, a 
resolution which was disastrous to the Empire. In 1795 
Prussia, for political reasons, withdrew from the struggle, 
ceding to France, in the terms of the Treaty of Basel, all 
her possessions on the left bank of the Rhine. In i /99 
war again broke out; but in tSoi the Treaty of Lunevilie 
gave 10 France the whole of the left bank of the river. 
Thus the historic stream became the boundary between 
France and Germany. In 1S06 the humiliation of thr 
latter country was complete, lor in that year a number of 
German princes joined the Confederation of the Rhine, 
thus allying themselves with France and repudiating ihei. 
allegiance to the Empire. In 181 at the Congress of 
Vienna, the whole of the Lower Rhenish district was 
restored to Prussia, while Bavaria, a separate state, was 
put in possession of the greater part of the Palatinate on 
the left bank of the Rhine. 

From that time onward the German national spirit 
flourished, but the future of the Empire was uncertain 
till its fate was decided by die 1 *ranee* Prussian \\,tr of 
tSycIn the great hall of dm Palace of Versailles 
in 1871 William L King of Prussia, proclaimed, in the 
hour of victory, ihe restoration of the confederated 
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German Empire. The French forfeited their Rhenish 
provinces* and once more the Rhine was restored to 
Germany. 

That tire Thirty Years' War did not fail to linger in the 
folk-memory is evidenced by the following gruesome 
legend of Oppcnlicim : 

The Battle of Skeletons 

The smoke and terror of the great struggle had surged 
over Oppenhejm. A battle had bet n fought there, and 
the Swedes and Spaniards who had contested the field 
anti had been slain lay buried in the old churchyard 
hard by the confines of the town. At least many had 
been granted the right of sepulture there, but in a number 
of cases the hasty manner in which their corpses had 
received burial was all too noticeable, and a stranger 
visiting the churchyard coniines years after the combat 
could not fail to be struck by the many uncoffined human 
relics which met his gaze. 

But an artist who had journeyed from far to «rc the 
summer's sun upon the Rhine water, and who came to 
Oppenheim in the golden dusk, was too intent on the 
search for beauty to remember the grisly reputation of 
the town. Moreover, on entering the place the first 
person by whom he had been greeted was a beautiful 
young maiden, daughter of the innkeeper, who modestly 
shrank back on hearing his confident tones and, curtsy* 
ing prettily, replied to his questions in something like t 
whisper. 

“Can you recommend me to a comfortable hostelry, my 
pretty maid, where the wine is good and the company 
jovial?” 

“ If the Itcrr can put up with a village inn, that of 
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The Battle of Skeletons 

my father is as good as any in tile place, replied the 

maid. 

“Good, my pretty,” cried the bold painter, sending the 
ready blood to her face with a glance from his bright 
black eyes. “Lead the way, and I will follow. Or, 
better still, walk with me." 

By the time they had reached the inn they felt like old 
friends. The girl had skilfully but simply discovered the 
reason for the young artist's sojourn in OppenheLm, ami 
with glowing face and eyes that had grown brighter With 
excitement, she clasped her hands together and cried: 
■‘Ob. the Herr must paint my beloved Oppcnheim, There 
is no such place by moonlight, believe me. and you will 
be amply repaid by a visit to the ruins of the old church 
to-night. See. a pale and splendid moon has already 
risen, and will light your work as the sun never could” 
“As you ask me so prettily. Frituloin, 1 shall paint your 
beloved abbey,” he replied. "But why not in sunlight, 
with your own sweet face in the foreground? ” 

“No, no,” cried the girl hastily. “That would rob the 
scene of all its romance,” 

“As yon will." said the artist. “ But this, 1 take it. is 
your father's inn, and 1 am ready for supper- Afterward— 

well, we shall seel” ^ . 

Supper over, the painter sat for some time over his pipe 
and his wine, and then, gathering together his sketching 
impedimenta, quitted the inn and took his way toward 
the ruins of Oppenheim's ancient abbey. It was a calm, 
windless night, and the silver moon sailed high m the 
heavens. Not a sound broke the silence as the young 
man entered the churchyard. Seating himself upon a 
flat tombstone, he proceeded to arrange his canvas and 
sketching materials; but as he was busied thus his cot 
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struck something hard. Balding down to remove the 
obstacle, which he took for a large stone, he found, to his 
horror, that it was a human skull. With an ejaculation 
he cast the horrid relic away from him, and to divert his 
mind from the grisly incident commenced to work fever- 
ishly, Speedily his buoyant mind cast off the gloomy 
train of thought awakened by the dreadful find, and for 
nearly a couple of hours he sat sketching steadily, until 
he was suddenly startled to hear the dock in the tower 
above him strike the hour of midnight. 

He was gathering his things preparatory to departure, when 
a strange rustling sound attracted his attention. Raising 
His eyes from his task, he beheld a sight which made his 
flesh creep. Hie exposed and half-buried bones of the 
dead warriors which littered the surface of the churchyard 
drew together and formed skeletons. These reared them¬ 
selves from the graves and stood upright, and as they did 
so formed grisly and dreadful battalions—Swedes formed 
with Swedes and Spaniards with Spaniards. On a sudden 
hoarse words of command rang out on the midnight air, 
and the two companies attacked one another. 

The luckless beholder of the dreadful scene felt the warm 
blood grow chill within his veins. Hotter and hotter be¬ 
came the fray, and many skeletons sank to Lhe ground as 
though slain in battle. One of them, he whose skull the 
artist had kicked, sank down at the young man's feet. In 
a hollow voice he commanded the youth to tell to the world 
how they were forced to combat each other because they 
had been enemies in life, and that they could obtain no 
rest until they had been buried. 

Directly the clock struck one the- battle ceased, and the 
bones once more lay about in disorder. The artist (who, 
it need hardly be said, gave no more thought to his picture) 
54 


The Robbers oJ the Rhine 

hastened back to the inn and in faltering accents related 
his experiences. When lhe Seven Years' War broke out. 
not long afterward, the people of Oppenbeim declared that 
the apparition of the skeletons had foretold the event. 

The Robbers of the Rhine 

Tor many hundreds of years the valley of the Rhine 
itself, and the various valleys adjacent, were the haunt of 
numerous bodies of rapacious and desperate banditti. The 
nigged, mountainous nature of the country naturally made 
lawlessness the more easy there, and till so late as the 
beginning of the nineteenth century these gangs of robbers 
were a constant menace to die traveller in Rhineland, At 
the time of the French Revolution, indeed, and for some 
decades thereafter, the district was literally infested with 
thieves; for the unsettled state of Europe at this date 
perforce tended to bring desperadoes from far and near, 
and for a while the inhabitants of the different villages 
on the banks of the Rhine endured a veritable reign of 
terror. 

but almost from the outset the brigands realized that they 
would soon be undone if they grew too numerous. The)* 
knew that, in that event, strong military measures would 
probably be taken against them; so they made every 
effort to practise that union which is proverbially strength, 
and to prevent the enlisting in their ranks of anyone likely 
to prove cowardly or perfidious, in some cases, too, they 
actually had a well and capably organized system whereby 
one of their number could escape quickly, if need be, from 
the scene of his crime; for, like the French prisoners 
described in Stevenson’s Si, Ives, they had a line of 
sanctuaries extending perhaps into Austria or Italy, the 
retreat in must instances being an inn whose keeper was 
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sworn to hide and protect his robber guest at alt costs, 
in short, there was honour among th t;5e thieves, and even 
certain spirit of freemasonry : while, more important still, 
the captain of a band was very often in league with the 
cu polios officials of the neighbourhood. 

The great highwaymen of Stuart and Georgian England 
—for example, that gallant Beau Brocade of whom Mr, 
Austin Dotson writes—were mostly content with way. 
laying a chance passer-by ; while thdr contemporaries in 
‘ranee usually worked on this principle also, as witness 
the deeds of the band who figure in Thdophife Gautier’s 
stop- Le Capitamr Fnuasse, But the robbers of the 
Rhine were of different mettle from these, and often it 
was almost a predatoy warfare rather than mere brigand¬ 
age which they carried on, F requently they had an a«r Crl t 
in each of the villages on the river, this agent bdng 
usually a member of the scattered remnant of Israel; and 
the business of this person was to discover a hous e 
containing especial wealth, and then to inform the robbers 
accordingly. Having gleaned the requisite Information 
m this wise, the gang would sally down from the moun¬ 
tains at dead of night * anti it was customary, as they 
drew near to their prey, for the captain to call his hench¬ 
men to attention and see that each was ready for the 
imminent fray. Then having gagged the village watch- 

™V"'' h,s Wt >™u!d proceed to surround 

tho house they intended to rifle. and. should resistance 
be offered, to batter in the door with a log or oilier 

™“‘- ■ '™ Mtrans P ire d»««kbJewish 

K- hail misinformed them, idling them of booty where 
boot} there was little. and woe betide him should this 
proic the stale of affairs. Moreover, unlike the brigands 
111 6 ,/.Mu, these scoundrels of the Rhine would not be 
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encumbered by prisoners, and they were wont to slay 
outright all who were minded to show fight. 

Yet to their own brotherhood the robbers were in¬ 
variably loyal, seldom failing to carry away with them 
such of their (onfrirts as were wounded in the assault; 
for each was sworn to support his fellows under all 
circumstances, and awful was the fate of the marauder who 
violated this compact. It is told of a band commanded 
by one Picard, a cruel but brave leader, that one of its 
members chanced to be captured, and with a view to 
purchasing his freedom he gave information about the 
whereabouts of his chief. The next night, as the captive 
lay in his dungeon, a mashed face suddenly appeared at 
the baro.-d window, anti in awestruck tones the prisoner 
asked the new-comer to declare his identity, " I am 
Picard, your captain,” came the answer. " As in duty 
bound, l have risked my life to set you free." and having 
spoken thus, he proceeded to file through one of the bars, 
which being accomplished, the reprobate was drawn out 
of his cell by the aid of a rope, H« breathed freely now. 
finding himself once more among some of his old 
comrades, but a moment later Picard addressed him 
again, “Traitor,” he snarled, “do not think that your 
perfidy has failed to reach our ears; you must pay the 
full penalty," " Mercy,” cried die unfortunate one; '* at 
least let me die in action. Lead on against some foe, 
and let me fall at their hands.” “Cowards,” retorted 
Pi card, 11 deserve no such gallant fate,” and with these 
words he drove his sword deep into the heart of the 
traitor. 

In general it was a point of honour among these bandits 
that urine should reveal to a woman anything about the 
doings of his band, and one story relates how a young 
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brigand, on the eve of setting out on his first predatory 
expedition, was rash enough to inform his sweetheart 
whither he and his mates were bound. Their commander 
was a Captain Jikjak, reputed something of a wit ; and 
betimes, after the brigands liad marched forward silently 
for a while, this worthy called upon them to halt. They 
imagined it was but the usual inspection of arms which 
was about to take place, but Jikjak, speaking in stentorian 
tones, told them that a traitor was in their midst, and 
pointing to the culprit, he bade him step forth, 'flic 
young man pled his youth as an excuse for his fault, and 
he told the captain that, could he but get a chance to 
show hts prowests once, they would soon see that he was 
as gallant a robber as any of them, But jikjak laughed 
scornfully, saying he was anxious to find out which Was 
stronger, the young man’s legs or a pair of trees. The 
culprit quailed on hearing the verdict, and implored a less 
ghastly fate; but Jikjak was obdurate, and smiling 
blandly, he bade his followers bend a couple of stout 
branches to the ground and tie their tops to the ankles of 
the offender. , , . 

Such, then, were the robbers of the Rhine, and such the 
code of honour which existed among them. A romantic 
institution they no doubt were, yet it was a form of 
picturesqueness whose disappearance can scarcely be 
regretted, 1 
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CHAPTER II : THE RHINE IN 
FOLKLORE AND LITERATURE 

. IJf ln ilu's of the Rhine Legends 


CLOSE perusal of the body of tradition known as 
the legends of the Rhine displays one circum- 



1 V stance which is calculated to surprise the collector 
of these narratives not a little. It Is generally represented 
—probably through ignorance of the real circumstances — 
that these tales abound in the matter of folklore. This is, 
however, by no means the case, and even a superficial 
examination of them will prove most of them to be allied 
to the matter of romance in a much more intimate way 
than they approach that of folklore. But this is not, so 
as regards all of them, and it will be interesting to 
look into the character of those which present folklore 
aiiinities, whilst leaving the consideration of their 
romantic aspect for a later portion of this chapter. 

By right of precedence, among the legends of the Rhine 
which possess folklore characteristics is the wonderful 
legend of the Lorelei, a word derived from the old High 
German tur, to lurk, and Mi, a rock, 'Hie height from 
which the bewitching water-spirit sent her song floating 
over the waves of the Rhine is situated near St, Goar, and 
possesses a remarkable echo which may partly account for 
the legend. 

The Lorelei 

Many are the legends which cluster round the name of 
the Lorelei, in some of the earlier traditions she is 
represented as an undine, combing her hair on the Lorclei- 
Lrg and singing Switching strains wherewith to lure 
mariners to their death, and one such legend relates 
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how an old soldier named Diether undertook lo capture 
her. 

Graf Ludwig, son of the Prince Palatine, had Ijeen caught 
in her toils, his frail barque wrecked, and he himself 
caught in the whirlpool and drowned. The prince, 
grievously stricken at the melancholy occurrence, longed 
to avenge his son's death on the evil enchantress who had 
wrought such havoc. Among hia retainers there was but 
one who would undertake the venture—a captain of the 
guard named Diether—and the sole reward he craved was 
permission to cast the Lorelei into the depths she haunted 
should he succeed in capturing her. 

Diether and his little band of warriors ascended the Lore¬ 
lei’s rock in such a way as to cut off all retreat on the land¬ 
ward side. Just as they reached the summit the moon sai led 
out from behind a cloud, and behold, the spirit of the 
whirljKJol was seen sitting on the very verge of the 
precipice, binding her wet hair with a band of gleaming 
jewels, 

“What wouldst thou with me?" she cried, starting to 
her feet. 

■‘To cast thee into the Rhine, sorceress,” said Diet her 
roughly, “where thou hast drowned our prince.” 

“Nay," returned the maid, “ I drowned him not. Twas 
his own folly which cost him his life,” 

As she stood on the brink of the precipice, her Ups smil ing, 
her ryes gleaming softly, her wet dark hair .streaming over 
her shoulders, some strange, unearthly quality in her 
beauty, a potent spelt fell upon the little company, so that 
even Diether himself could neither move nor speak, 

“And wouldst thou east mu in the Rhine, Diether?" she 
pursued, smiling at die helpless warrior. *• 'Tis not I who 
go to the Rhine, but the Rhine that will come to me.” 
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The Forsaken Bride 

Then loosening the jewelled band from her hair, she flung 
it on the water and cried aloud : “ Father, send me thy 
white steeds, that I may cross the river in safety." 
Instantly, as at her bidding, a wild storm arose, and the 
river, overflowing its batiks, foamed right up to the summit 
of the Lorelei Rock. Three white-crested waves, resembling 
three white horses, mounted the steep, and into the hollowed 
trough behind them the Lorelei stepped as into a chariot, to 
be whirled out into the stream. Meanwhile Diether and 
his companions were almost overwhelmed by the Hoods, 
yet they were unable to stir hand or foot. In mid-stream 
die undine sank beneath the waves: the spell was broken, 
the waters subsided, and die captain and his men were 
free to return home. 

Nevermore, they vowed, would they seek to capture the 
Lorelei. 


The Forsaken Bride 

There is a later and more popular legend of the Lorelei 
than the foregoing. 

According to this tale Lorelei was a maiden of surpassing 
l cauty who dwelt in the town of Bacharach in medieval 
times, So [Kitent were 1 u.t attractions that every gallant 
on whom her eye rested fell hopelessly in love with her, 
while her ever*widening fame drew suitors in plenty from 
all parts of the country, 1 lie dismissed lovers wandered 
disconsolately in the neighbouring forests, vowing to take 
their lives rather than suffer the pangs of unrequited 
passion; while occasionally tile threat was fulfilled, and a 
brave knight would cast himself into the Rhine and perish 
for love of the cold and cruel maid. Thus her fatal beauty 
played havoc among the flower of German chivalry, But 
she, dowered with virtue and goodness, as well as w ith 
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more transient charms, trembled when she saw the effect 
of her attractions on her many lovers, and secluded hersdf 
as closely as possible. 

The truth was, she had given her heart into the keeping 
of a young knight who, after plighting his troth with her, 
had ridden away to the wars, his military ardour and 
desire for glory triumphing over his love. Years had gone 
by, yet he did not return, and Lorelei thought that he had 
perished on the field of battle, or had taken another bride 
and forgotten her. But she remained true to him in spite 
of his Song silence, and spent her days in tears and prayers 
for Ids safety* 

Meanwhile she was besieged by an ever-increasing barn! 
of suitors, to whom her retiring disposition and sorrowful 
mien but made her the more desirable. Then it began to 
be rumoured abroad that she was a sorceress, who won the 
hearts of men by magic art and with the aid of the Evil 
One, The rumour was spread broadcast by jealous and 
disappointed women who saw their menfolk succumb to 
the fatal charms of the Maid of Bacharach. Mothers 
noticed their sons grow pale and woe-begone because of 
her; maids their erstwhile lovers sighing out a hopeless 
passion for the beautiful Lorelei; so they brought against 
her accusations of sorcery, which m those days generally 
led to the death of the victim by burning. So grievously 
did these malign whispers add to the already heavy burden 
of tlic maid that she surrendered herself to be tried.hardly 
caring whether or not she were found guilty. She was 
summoned before the criminal court held at Rhens by the 
Archbishop of Cologne, and charged with practising the 
black art in order to ensnare men's affections. 

However, when she appeared before the court her beauty 
so impressed the assembly, and even the old Archbishop 
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himself, thru none could believe her guilty. Her lovely 
face bore the imprint of innocence, her grief touched every 
heart, and on all sides she was treated with the greatest 
respect and kindness. The old prelate assured her that 
she would not be judged harshly, but begged to hear from 
her own lips that she was innocent of the foul charge 
brought against her. This assurance she gave with art¬ 
less simplicity, and a murmur of approval went up from 
the crowd, The sympathy of those present—for even 
her accusers were melted—and the kindness of the aged 
Churchman who was her judge moved her to confess her 
unhappy love-story, 

" I pray thee,” shr. concluded wearily, '* 1 pray thee, my 
lord, let me die, 1 know, alas I that many true knights 
have died for love of me, and now f fain would die for the 
sake of one who hath forsaken me.” 

The prelate, moved almost to tears by the pathetic story, 
laid his hand on the head of the weeping maid, 

“Thou shalt not die, fair maiden,*' he said. *' I will send 
thee to a convent, where thou mayst live in peace.*' Ami 
calling to his side three trusty old knights, he bade them 
conduct Lorelei to the convent across the river, and 
charge the abbess to treat her with the greatest kindness. 
Having blessed the maid once more, he bade them go. 

On their way to the convent they must needs pass the rock 
since known as the Lorelei-berg, and die girl, who had 
maintained a pensive silence all the way, now observed 
that she would fair ascend the ruck and look for the host 
time at die castle of Her betrothed knight. 

Her escort would have courteously assisted her, but she, 
with the agility of youth, easily outstripped them* and 
stood alone on the summit, surveying the fair scene before 
her, A light barque was sailing up the river, and as she 
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gazed on it Lorelei uttered a loud cry. Cor there in the 
bow stood her truant lover I The knight and his train 
heard the shriek and beheld with horror the maiden 
standing with outstretched arms on the very edge of the 
precipice. The steering of the boat was forgotten for the 
moment, and the frail craft ran on the rocks. Lorelei 
saw her lover’s peril and, calling his name, leapt into 
the tide. 

Nothing more was seen of the lovers ; together they sleep 
the sleep of death beneath the waters of the Rhine. 

A Blending of Legends 

In these legends we observe how the tradition of a mere 
water-nymph has developed into a story concerning a 
hapless damsel. The first applies to the Lorelei as a 
water-spirit pure and simple, but legends which refer to 
beings originally water-spirits have a knack of becoming 
associated in later times with stories of distressed ladies. 
Indeed, one such came to the writer’s knowledge only 
a few months ago. The mansion of Caroline Park, near 
Edinburgh, dating from the end of the seventeenth 
century, has in its vicinity a well which is reputed to 
be inhabited by a * Green Lady, 1 who emerges from her 
watery dwelling at twilight and rings the great bell 
of the old manor-house. On visiting the vicinity for 
the purpose of verifying the legend information was 
gleaned respecting another story of a captured lady who 
had been incarcerated in a room in the mansion and had 
written some verses to her lover with her diamond ring 
on a window-pane. The strange thing is that these stories, 
though obviously of different origin, appear now to have 
become fused in the popular imagination; the 'Green 
Lady* and the verse-writing damsel become one and the 
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siim*. thus affording a case in point of the Fusion of a mytho¬ 
logical tale with a later and probably verifiable incident. 
The Lorelei is of course a water-spirit of the siren type, 
one who lures heedless mariners to their destruction. In 
Scotland and the north of England we rind her congener in 
the water-kelpie, who lurks in pools lying in wait (or 
victims. But the kelpie is usually represented in the 
form ol a horse and not in that of a beauteous maiden. 

The Nixie 

Another wnter-spiril not unlike the Lorelei is the nixie, 
which is both male and female, the male appearing like 
any human being, but, as in the case of the water-spirits 
of the Slavonic peoples and England, Scotland, and 
Central America, being possessed of green teeth. The 
male is called nix, the female nixie, the generic term for 
both being nicker, from a root which perhaps means Mo 
wash.' There is perhaps some truth in the statement 
which would derive the Satanic patronymic of *OId 
Nick’ from these beings, as spirits extremely familiar to 
the Teutonic mind. On fine sunny days the nixies maybe 
seen sitting on the banks of rivers, or on the branches of 
trees, combing their long golden locks. Previous to a 
drowning accident the nixies can be seen dancing on the 
surface of the water. Like all sea and river spirits, their 
subaqueous abode is of a magnificence unparalleled 
upon earth, and to this they often convey mortals, who, 
however, complain that the splendours of the nixies’ 
palaces arc altogether spoiled for them by the circumstance 
that their banquets are served without rhIe, 

Where uq the marsbe* boomfilh tbe bittern, 

Nicker the Souflws stts wish hii gbiiicrn ; 

Sits tncomokhle* Meadlw nri foalew, 

Re wailing bia deatitiji Nicker she Svu!te«, 
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The Nixie of the Mummel-lake 
The legend of the nixie of Seebath is one of gloom and 
tragedy* albeit as charming as most of the Rhine tales, 
it was the custom among the young people of Seebach to 
assemble of an evening in the spinning-room, which on the 
occasion about to be dealt with was in the house of the 
richest and most distinguished family in the country. The 
girls spun and laughed and chatted, while the youths hung 
about their chairs and cracked jokes with them. Oni; 
evening while they were thus employed there came among 
them a stranger,a young lady beautifully clad and carrying 
an ivory spinning-wheel. With becoming modesty she 
asked to be allowed to join the company, which permission 
the simple youths and maidens readily accorded. None 
was more eager to do honour to the new-comer than the son 
oi their host. While the others were still gaping in awe¬ 
struck fashion, he quietly fetched her a chair and performed 
various little services for her. She received his attentions 
so graciously that a warmer feeling than courtesy sprang 
up in his heart for the fair spinner. 

He was in truth a handsome lad, whose attentions any 
maid might have been proud to receive. Well-built and 
slender, he bore himself with a proud carriage, and. the 
expression on his delicate features was grave and 
thoughtful beyond his years. When at length the fair 
visitor departed, he loitered disconsolate and restless, listen¬ 
ing to the idle surmises of the peasant youths concerning 
the identity of the lady, but offering no opinion himself. 
On the following day at the same hour she again appeared 
and, seeing her cavalier of the previous day* smiled and 
bowed to him. The young man glowed with pleasure, 
and diffidently renewed his attentions. Day after day 
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the lady of the spinning-wheel joined the company, and 
it was noted that the girb were brighter and more dili¬ 
gent, and the young men more gentle and courteous, for 
her coming. It was whispered among them that she was a 
nixie from the Mummel-lake far under the mountains, for 
never mortal was so richly endowed with beauty and grace. 
As lime went on the son of the house grew more and more 
melancholy as his love for the fair unknown became 
deeper. Only during the brief hour of her visit would 
he show any cheerfulness, All the rest of the day he 
would mope in silent wretchedness. His friends saw 
with distress the change which had come over him, but 
they were powerless to alter matters. The lady could not 
be persuaded to remain beyond her usual hour, nor to 
give any hint of her identity. 

One day, thinking to prolong her visit, the young man 
put back the hands of the clock. When the hour drew 
near for her to depart, he slipped out of the house so that 
he might follow her and find out where she lived. When 
the hour struck, the lady, who seemed to have feared 
that she was late, walked hastily from the house in the 
direction of the lake. So quickly did she walk that the 
youth following in her path could scarcely keep pace with 
her. She did not pause when she reached the shore, but 
plunged directly into the water. A Jow. moaning sound 
rose from the waves, which boiled and bubbled furiously, 
and the young man, fearing that some evil had befallen 
the maid, sprang in after her, but the cruel currents 
dragged him down, and he sank out of sight. 

Next day his body was found floating on the lake by 
some woodcutters, and the nixie of the Mummel-lake was 
seen no more. 
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The Wi!d Huntsman 

One of the most interesting Rhine myths is that con¬ 
cerning the Wild Hunts man, which is known all over 
Rhineland, and which is connected with many of its 
localities. The tale goes that on windy nights the Wild 
Huntsman, with his yelling pack of hounds, sweeps through 
the air, his prey departing souls. The huntsman is, of 
course, Odin, who in some of his aspects was a hunter- 
god. The English legend of Heme the Hunter, who 
haunts Windsor hark, is allied to this, and the re can 
be little doubt that Heme la Odin. Indeed, it is here 
suggested that the name Heme may in some way be 
connected with one of Odin's titles, Hiri, the High One. 
It was the legend of the Wiki Huntsman chat inspired 
Sir Walter Scott to write one of his finest ballads of the 
mysterious. An Edinburgh friend had perused a ballad 
by Bdrger, entitled Lenore, but all he could remember of 
it were the following four lines: 

Tramp, tramp, »cross the land they licJc; 

Spl&ab, tplsih, across the sea. 

Hurrah f the deed cm fide *p*ce, 

Uuit Tear to ndc with ms? 

This verse fired Scott's imagination. He liked this son 
of thing, and could do it very well himself. So on 
reaching home he sat down to the composition of the 
following ballad, of which we give the most outstanding 
verses: 

THE WILD HUNTSMAN 

The Wtldgttre winds his bugle hum: 

To horse, to horse, bsloo, listoo I 
His firry courser sniff# the mom, 

And thronging sals their lord pursue. 
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The caget pack, from couple frred, 

L>jL\h' through the bush, the brier, the hrak* 

While answering hound, and hotn, and ste«l, 
"ilie mountain echoes startling wake. 

Thu bet mi of God's own hallowed day 
Had painted yonder spire with gold. 

And, calling sinful men to prey, 

Loud, long, and deep the bell hath tolled. 

But uill the Wild grave onwud rides ; 

Haloo, haloo, and htrk again I 

When, spurring from opposing sides. 

T*n stranger horsemen join the train. 

Who was each stranger, left and right f 
Well may I guess, but dare not tell. 

The nght'haml steed was silver-white •, 

The left, the swarthy hue of hell. 

Tile right-hand horsemen, young and fair. 

Hi? smile was like the morn of May; 

The left, from eye of tawny glare, 

Shot midnight lightning's lurid ray, 

lie waved his huntsman 1 * cap on high, 

Tried, “ Welcome, welcome, noble lord 1 

What sport can earth, or sea, or »fcy, 

To match the princely chase, afford ? 

"Cease thT loud bugles clinging knell" 

Cried the fair youth with diver vruce ; 

« And (hr devotion's choral swell, 

Exchange tbe rude, unhallowed uoimj, 

" To-day lb ill-omened chase forbear ; 

Von bell yet summon* to the fane: 

To-day the warning spirit hear, , 

To-morrow thou irujfil mourn in rmtu 

Thr Wlldgmve ipetretf his ardent steed 
And, launching forward with a hound, 

*■ Who for thy drowsy (HeslJike rede 
Would le*w tlic jotiaJ horn md bound t 
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"Hence, :f our maidy spit offend - 
With pious fool* go chant md pray. 

Well fijiit ihou np.-ikt. my dark^brown friend, 

Haion, Ii*Joo t md hark aw*j * n 

The Wlfdgraue tpuned hi* courier light, 

QW moss anil moor* o'er holt and hill* 

And on the left and on the right 
Ea^h ttranger horseman fcihowod sttIL 

Up springs* from yonder tangled them, 

A stag more white than mountain jnow ; 

And louder rung the Hlldgnnres horn— 

" Hark forward, forward 1 holla. ho !" 

A heedless wretch has crossed the 

Me gzups the thundering hoofs below; 

But, live who can a or die who may, 

Still forward, forward \ on they go. 

See where yon, simple fences meet. 

A field with HUtinWi blessings ci owned j 

See, mmnitc At the Wlldgnmefc f«ei s 
A husbandman with toil tmbrowned. 

u Oh, mercy 1 mercy I noble lord ; 

Sp m the poorif pittance, J * wm bis cry ; 

11 Earned by the *wea! these brows hiTe poured 
In scorching boon of fierce July, 11 

** Away, thou hound, so basely bom., 

Of dread sht scourge 1 * echoing blow I* 

Then loudly rung hii bugle bom, 

" Hark forward, forward l holla, ho 1" 

So said, *o dono^R single bound 
C]«n ihe poof hihoiiTwris humble pale ! 

H r ild follow I, man, and horse, and hound* 
like dark December's stormy gale. 

And mm, find horse, and hound, and horn 
Dfiitmcttf* sweep the field along, 

While joying nVr the waited com 

Fell famine mark* the muld ning ihron# 
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Full lowly did the herdsman fail: 

'■ Ob* >[iirc. thou noble baron, spare 
These hetdi, a widow's hide all: 

These flocks, an orphan's fleecy ca™l’ 

“ LJntnantiered dog I To stop my ?f»rt 
Win were thy caul and beggar whmt. 
Though human spiirln of thy tort 
Were tenant* of these caution kine! " 

Ajjain be w: oils bis buglt horn. 

" Hoik forward, forward 1 holla, ho 1 ” 

And I (trough the herd in ruthless score 
He cheers bis furious bounds to go. 

In heaps the thiotiled victim* ial!; 

liown sinks their mangled h«cl*mim near; 
The mttrd’rtWi cries the stag appal. 

Again lie rtar Is, new-nerved by fear. 

With blood besmeared, and white *ith foam. 
While htg the tears of anguish pour, 

He seeks, amid ibe forest s gloonii 
The humble hermit's hallowed bnwr. 

All mild, amid the route pofane. 

The holy hermit penned bis prayer: 

« Forbear with blood God's bpure to stmn t 
Revere His altar, and forbear 1 


"The niionctl brute Jura right! to plead, 
Which, wronged by otidiy or pride, 

Draw vengeance on the rutbleis head ; ^ 

Be warned *1 length, ansi turn aside. 

Still the fair horseman anrioti* pleads; 

[‘he black, wild whooping, point* the prey. 
AIM 1 the Eail no warning heedi, 

Bui frantic keeps the forward way. 


“ Holy cr not, oc right or wron*. 

Thy altar and it* right* l sp^m ; 

Nul sainted miwryrs wcicd song, >( 

Not God Himself dudf m* t<: me Wm - 
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He-purs hi* hr>rtr f hr wind* bin hum, 

,s Hark forward* forward ( ha ll^ r lfc 
Bui otT, on whirl wind's pinions bortif, 

I!:c nag, the Hut, the hermit, go. 

And horse *nrl man, and horn and hound, 

I he clamour of the chase was gone ; 
ror hoofs, and hnwjt, and bugle aouruJ, 

A deadly silence reigned alone. 

W 'W «»«d Use affrighted Earl nmmd ; 

He -irore m vain to »altc hi* horn. 

In mn to rail; (or not a sound 

Could ffiim his intinuj lips he borne. 

High o’er the sinner * humbled Head 

At length tho solemn silence (woke; 

And from a doud of $ worthy red 
llie awful toice of thunder spoke; 

"Oppressor of creation fair I 
Apostate spirit*' hardened tool J 
^corntf Of find 1 .Scourge of I he pnoi ? 

The measure nf thy cup is full. 

"Ik chased for«« shroimH the word. 

hnr esrer roam the affrighted wild j 
And let thy fate instruct the proud, 

Cod's meanest creature is Hi* child.** 

Twas hushed: one flash of sombre gk, e 

With yellow trnged the forest's bntmn : 

Up rose the WiMgimeb bristling hair. 

And honor chilled each nzrvr *od boot. 

Earth Heard the call-he* entraili rrrtd ; 

Horn yawning rifu, with many a k|I 
with fulphurrnds flamn, ntcend 
Th* miab^oitcfi dp^a of htli 

What jtbaitlj Huntsman neat arose, 

W d| may J ptr but dun: not tell; 

H« eye Lke irmlnighi lightning glows. 

Jits steed the swarthy hue of hell. 


?2 


Dwarts & Gnomes 

Thr WiSdgmvr flics o'er bush and thorn. 
With m4Hj i dhfisk of ballets woe: 

Behind him hound* and horse, nod here, 

And hark iwmy, and hotk, ho I 

With will! ddpiir’s rerertcd eve. 

Go**, dose behind* he marks die throng ; 

With blood j fangs, and eftgei cry. 

In frantic fear he scours along. 

Still, still shall L*f the dreadful chase. 

Till time itself shall hure an end ; 

By day, they scour earth's cftvmied space; 
At midnight s michtng hour, ascend 

This? h the horn, And hound, and horse* 

That oft I he lated peasant hears; 

Appalled* he sign* ihe frec|ueni cross, 

Whs? the wdd din bvadea his tin. 


Dwarfs and Gnomes 

Brings of the dwarf race swarmed on (he* banks of Rhine. 
First and foremost among these arc the gnomes, who 
guard the subterranean treasures, but who on occasion 
reveal them to mortals. We meet with these very 
frequently under different guises, as, for instance, in the 
case of the * Cooper of Auerbach, 1 and the Yellow Dwarf 
who appears in the legend of Odd, The Htldsnbuch-, 
the ancient book in which are collected the deeds of the 
German heroes of old, says that “ God gave the dwarfs 
being heeiinfie the land on the mountains was altogether 
waste and uncultivated, and there was much store 
silver and gold and precious stones anil pearls still in the 
mountains. Wherefore God made the dwarfs very arfjl 
and wise, that they might know good and evil right well, 
and for what everything was good. Some stones give 
great strength, some make those who cany them about 
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(.hum invisible. That is called a mist-cap, and therefore 
dki God give the dwarfs skill and wisdom. Therefore 
they built handsome hollow-hills, and God gave them 
riches/’ 

K eight Icy, in his celebrated Fairy Mythology, tells of a 
class of dwarfs called Heinselmannthen, who used to live 
and perform their exploits in Cologne. These were 
obviously of the same class as the brownies of Scotland, 
Teutonic house-spirits who attached themselves to die 
owners of certain dwellings* and Kcighticy culled the 
following anecdote regarding them from a Cologne publi¬ 
cation issued in 1826: 

" 1 ° die time that the Hcinzelminnchcn were still there* 
there was in Cologne many a baker who kept no man, for 
the Utile people used always to make, overnight, as much 
black and white bread as the baker wanted for his shop. 
In many houses they used to wash and do all their work 
for the maids. 

“Now, about this time, there was an expert tailor to 
whom they appeared to have taken a great fancy, for 
when lie married he found in his house, an the wedding* 
day, the finest victuals and the most beautiful utensils, 
which the little folk had stolen elsewhere and brought to 
their favourite. When, with time, his family increased, 
the little ones used to give the tailor's wife considerable 
aid in her household affairs; they washed for her, and on 
holidays and festival times they scoured the copper and 
tin, and the house from the garret to the cellar. If at 
any time the tailor had a press of work, he was sure to 
find it all ready done for him in the morning by the 
Mdnrdmannchen. 

But curiosity began now to torment the tailor's wife, 
and she was dying to get one sight of the Hcinrd* 
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mannchcn. but do what she would she could never compass 
it. She one time strewed peas all down the stairs that 
they might fall and hurt themselves, and that so she 
might see them next morning. But this project missed, 
and since that time the Heinrelminnchen have totally 
disappeared, as has been everywhere the case, owing to 
the curiosity of jicople, which has at all times been the 
destruction of so much of what was beautiful in the world. 
“ The Heirmdmiiimchen, in consequence of this, went ofT 
all in a body out of the town, with music playing, but 
people could only hear the music, for no one could seethe 
mannikins themselves, who forthwith got into a ship 
and went away, whither no one knows. The good times, 
however, are said to have disappeared from Cologne 
along with the Hdnzt-lmannchen.” 

Si. Ursula 

One of the most interesting figures in connexion with 
Rhenish mythology is that of St. Ursula, whose legend is 
as follows: 

Just two centuries after the birth of Christ, Vionest was 
king of Britain. Happy in his realm, his subjects were 
prosperous and contented, but cart: was in the heart of the 
monarch, for he was childless. At length his conson, 
Daria, bore him a daughter, who as she grew up in years 
increased in holiness, until all men regarded her as a 
saint, and she, devoting herself to a religious life, refused 
all offers of marriage, to the great grief of her parents, 
who were again troubled by the thought that their dynasty 
would fail for want of an heir. Charmed with the rumour 
of her virtues, a German prince, Agrippus, asked her as a 
wife for his son, but the suit was declined by the maiden 
until an angel appeared to her in a dream and said that 
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the nuptials ought to take ptacc, In obedience to this 
heavenly mentor, St. Ursula no longer urged her former 
scruples, and her father 1 listened to make preparations of 
suitable magnificence for her departure to the Rhine, on 
whose banks her future home was to be. Eleven thousand 
virgins were selected from the noblest families of Britain 
to accompany their princess, who, marshalling them on 
the seashore, bade them sing a hymn to the Most High 
and dismiss all fears of the ocean, for she had been gifted 
with a divine knowledge of navigation and would guide 
them safely on their way. 

Accordingly St, Ursula dismissed all the seamen, and 
standing on the deck of the principal vessel, she gave 
orders to her eleven thousand maiden followers, who, under 
the influence of inspiration, flitted over the ships dressed 
in virgin white, now tending the sails, now fixing the 
ropes, now guiding the helm, until they reached (he 
mouth of the Rhine, up which they sailed in saintly 
procession to Cologne. Here they went: received with 
great honours by the Roman governor of the place; but 
soon they left the city to ascend the stream to Basel on 
their way to Rome, to which holy city St. Ursula had de¬ 
termined upon making a pilgrimage. Wherever upon their 
journey they met the officers of state they were received 
as befitted their heavenly mission, and from Basel were 
accompanied by Pant ulus, who was afterward canonized, 
and whose portrait is i« be seen in the church of $l Ursula. 
Once at Rome Pope Cyriacus himself was so affected 
by their devoted piety that, after praying with them at 
the tombs of the apostles, he determined on abdicating 
the pontifical office to accompany them on their return 
down die Rhine to Cologne. 

At Mayence they were joined by Prince Coman, the son 
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of Agrippvis, who for love of his betrothed at once forsook 
the errors of his pagan faith and was baptised. The 
eleven thousand virgins, with their sainted leader, her 
husband, and Pope Cyriacus, passed rapidly to Cologne, 
where, however, they were not long destined, to live in 
peace. A horde of barbarians from the North invaded 
the place, and having gained possession of the city, they 
slew the virgin retinue of St. Ursula, the venerable Pope, 
the saint herself, and her s^mse Coman, after indicting 
the most horrible tortures upon them. Some were nailed 
living to the cross; some were burned; others stoned; 
but the most refined cruelties were reserved for the most 
distinguished victims. Look on the walls of the church 
of St, Ursula and you will see depicted llic sufferings of the 
young martyr and of her youthful husband. Her chapel 
yet contains her effigy with a dove at her feet*"-fit emblem 
of her purity and faith and loving-kindness; while the 
devout may. in the same church, behold the religiously 
preserved bones of the eleven thousand virgins. 

Saint or Goddess ? 

The sainthood of St* Ursula is distinctly doubtful, and the 
number of her retinue, eleven thousand, has been proved 
to be an error in monkish calligraphy. St. Ursula is. 
indeed, the Teutonic goddess Ursa, or Hbrsel. In many 
pans of Germany a custom existed during the Middle 
Ages of rolling about a ship on wheels, much to the 
scandal of the clergy, and this undoubtedly points to 
moon-worship, the worship of Holda, or Ursula, whom 
German poets of old regarded as sailing over the deep 
blue Of the heavens in her silver boat. A great company 
of muiduns, the stars, follow in her train. She is sup¬ 
posed, her nightly pilgrimage over, to enter certain hill*. 
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Thus in the later guise of Venus she entered the Hdrsel- 
berg in Thuringia* in which she imprisoned the enchanted 
Tanuhauser, and there is good reason to believe that she 
also presided over the Ereildoune, or Hill of Ursula, in 
the south of Scotland, the modern Karls ton, after which 
Thomas the Rhymer took his territorial designation, and 
whose story later became fused with her myth in the old 
Scottish ballad of I'hotwts tkt. RhyttttF, Thus we observe 
how it is possible for a pagan myth to become an incident 
in Christian h agio logy. 


Silt an in Rhine Story 

In the legends of the Rhine the picturesque figure of his 
Satanic majesty is frequently presented, as in the legends 
of ‘The Sword-slipper of Solingen/ ‘The Architect of 
Cologne Cathedral/ and several other tales. The cir¬ 
cumstances of his appearance are distinctly Teutonic in 
character, and arc such as to make one doubt that the 
Devil of the German peoples has evolved from the dasst- 
cal satyr. May it not be that the Teutonic folk possessed 
some nature-spirit from which they evolved a Satanic 
figure of their own? Against this, of course, could be 
quoted the fact that the medieval conception of the Devil 
was sophisticated by the Church, which in turn was strongly 
influenced by cla&sicat types- 


Affinity of the Rhine Legends with Romance 
But on the whole the legends of the Rhine exhibit much 
more afnmty with medieval romance than with myth or 
folklore. A large number of them are based upon plots 
which can be shown to be almost universal, and which 
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occur Again and again in French and British story. One 
of the commonest of these concerns the crusader who, re* 
jected by hi* lady-love, spends hopeless years in the East, 
or. having married before setting out for the Orient, returns 
to find his bride the wife of another. The crusader exer¬ 
cised a strong influence upon the literature of medieval 
Europe, and that influence we find in a very marked 
degree in the legends of the Rhine. Again, a number of 
these tales undoubtedly consist of older materials not 
necessarily mythical in origin, over which a later medieval 
colour has been cast. Unhappily many of these beautiful 
old legends have been greatly marred by the absurd 
semi mentality of the German writers of the early 
nineteenth century, and their dramatis pers(>ttai t instead 
of exhibiting the characteristics of sturdy medieval Ger* 
man folk, possess the mincing and lackadaisical manners 
which mark the Franco-German novel of a century ago. 
This contrasts most ludicrously in many cases with the 
simple, almost childlike, honesty which is typical of all 
early Teutonic literature. Had a Charles Lamb, a Leigh 
Hunt, or an Edgar Allan Poe recast these tales, how 
different would have been their treatment! Before the 
time of Schiller and Goethe French models prevailed in 
German literature. These wizards of the pen recovered 
the Gorman spirit of mystery, and brought back to their 
haunts gnomes, kobolds, and water-sprites. But the 
mischief had been done ere they dawned upon the horizon, 
and There were other parts of Germany which appeared to 
them more suitable for literary presentment than the Rhine, 
save perhaps in drama. Moreover, the inherent sentimen¬ 
tality of the German character, however fitted to bring out 
the mysterious atmosphere which clings 10 these legtn 
has weakened them considerably. 
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The Poetry of the Rhine 

Robert Louis Stevenson, exiled in the South Pacific 
islands, used to speak with passionate fondness of the 
rivers of his native Scotland, the country he loved so 
dearly, but which the jealous fates forbade him to visit 
during fully half his life. Gariy and 'Pummel, Tweed 
and Tay—he used to think of these as of something 
almost sacred; while even the name of that insignificant 
stream, the Water of Leith, sounded on his car like sweet 
music, evoking a strangely tender and pathetic emotion. 
And this emotion, crystallized so beautifully by Stevenson 
in one of his essays in Afenienes and Po-ritttiis, must have 
been felt, too, by many other exiles wandering in foreign 
parts i for surely an analogous feeling has been experienced 
sometimes by every traveller of sensitive and imaginative 
temperament, particularly the traveller exiled irrevocably 
from his home and longing passionately to see it. 
Horatius, about to plunge into the Tiber, addressed it as 
his father and god. charging it to care well for his life 
and fortunes—fortunes in which those of all Rome were 
involved for the time being. Ecu Titer! was the glad 
cry of the Romans on beholding the Tay—a cry which 
shows once again with what ardent devotion they thought 
of the river which passed by their native city; while 
Naaman the Syrian, told that his sickness would be cured 
would he but lave his leprous limbs in the Jordan, 
exclaimed aghast against a prescription which appealed 
to him nothing short of sacrilegious and insulting, and 
declared that there were better and nobler streams in his 
own land. Even the deadly complaint with which he 
was smitten could not shake his fidelity to these, could 
not alter his conviction that they were superior to alien 
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streams; and the truth is that nearly every great river— 
perhaps because its perpetual motion makes it seem verily 
a living thing—has a way of establishing itself in the 
hearts of those who dwell by its banks. 

The Rhine is no exception to this rule; on the con- 
trary, it is a notable illustration thereof. From time 
immemorial the name of the mighty stream has been 
sacred to the Germans, while gradually a halo of romantic 
glamour has wound itself about the river, a halo which 
appeals potently even to many who have never seen the 
Vaitrlattd, Am Rhtin f —is there not magic in the words ? 
And how they cal! up dreams of robljer barons, each w ith 
his Strange castle built on the edge of a precipice over* 
looking the rushing stream ; fiends of glade and dell, 
sprites of the river and whirlpool, weird huntsmen, and 
all the drama til pij'sanat of legend .md tradition. 

The Rhine has ever held a wide fame in the domain of 
literature. For there is scarcely a place on the river’s 
banks but has its Legend which has been enshrined in 
song, and some of these songs are so old that the names 
of their makers have long since been forgotten. Yes, we 
have to go very far back indeed would we study (he poetry 
of the Rhine adequately ; we have to penetrate deeply into 
the Middle Ages, dim and mysterious. And looking back 
thus, ami pondering on these legendary and anonymous 
writings, a poem which soon drifts into recollection is 
one whose scene is laid near the little town oi Lorch, or 
Lordch. Hard by this town is a mountain, known to 
geographers as Kedricb, but hailed popularly as ' the 
Devil's Ladder/ Nor is the name altogether misplaced 
or undeserved, the mountain being exceeding precipitous, 
and its beetling, rocky sides seeming welhnigh inaccessible. 
This stecpiUis, however, did not daunt the hero oi the 
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poem in question, a certain Sir Hilchen von Lorch. A 
saddle, said to have belonged to him, is still preserved in 
the town ; but on what manner of steed he was wont to 
ride is not told explicitly, and truly it must have been a 
veritable Bucephalus. For the nameless poet relates that 
Sir Hilchen, being enamoured of a lady whom angry 
gnomes had carried to the top of Kedrich and imprisoned 
there, rode at full gallop right up the side of the moun* 
tain, and rescued the fair one I 

"Though my lady-love to a tower he ta'cn, 

Whow: loji iht eagle might fail to gain, 

N« portal of iron nor battletnem’i beiglu 
rilnal! bar me out from her presence bn'pht; 

Why has Love winjjs but that he may fly 
Over ilir w*lb, l»c thiv never hi high?'' 

So the talc logins, while at the end the knight is repre¬ 
sented exulting in his doughty action: 

" Hurrah, hurrah ' 1 Pis pilianlly done ! 

The '■pell is hi okra, the htiile is won 1 

From the niatir lurid nf die tm.ujniHin irile 

Di'wn she corns with her dunuiess ku^hl I 

Holy Sr itamrd, tfiiold nr all 

From the wrath of the elves of Uiv Whisper-That” 

A ntfernach 

1 here are several different versions of this legend, each 
of them just as extraordinary as the foregoing. It is 
evident, moreover, that matter of this sort appealed very 
keenly to ihe medieval dwellers by the Rhine, much of 
tin: further legendary lore encircling the river being con¬ 
cerned with deeds no less amazing than this of Sir 
Hilchen s *, and among tilings which recount such events 
a notable instance is a poem consecrated to the castle 
of Andernach. Here, once upon a time, dwelt a count 
bearing the now famous name of Siegfried, and biting of 


Andernach 

a religious disposition, lie threw in his lot with a band of 
crusaders. For a long while, in consequence, he. was 
absent from his ancestral domain; ami at length, re¬ 
turning thither, he was told by various lying tongues that 
his beautiful wife, Genofeva, had been u nfai thful to him 
in his absence, the chief bearer of tile fell news being 
uric Golo. This slanderer induced Siegfried to banish 
Genofeva straightway, and so the lady Red from the 
castle to the neighbouring forest of Laach, where a Little 
later she gave birth to a boy, 'I henceforth mother and 
son lived together in the wilds, and though these were 
infested by wild robbers, and full of wolves and other 
ravening beasts, the pair of exiles contrived to go 
unscathed year after ye.tr, while, more wonderful still, 
they managed to find daily sustenance. And now 
romance readied a happy moment; for behold. Count 
Siegfried went hunting one day in the remoter parts of 
the forest, and fortuitously lie passed by the very place 
where the two wanderers were living—his wife and die 
child whom he had never si'cn, 

' I a in the wi.w.Hiy vale* of La&rh the hunter's horn ti wound. 

And fairly fti« the falcon, And deeply hay* the hound; 

But little reeks Count Siegfried for hawk or <|iwm rui» : 

A weight U on his noble heart, a gloom n on his brow. 

Oh 1 tic hath driten from his home—he ouiiwt from his mind— 

A lady, ah 1 the loveliest of nil her lovely kind : 

His wife, his Genofeva !—and *1 the word of one, 
liie bia-’ictri traitor ever looked upon ihr blessed sun. 

He hath in! the hunters hurry by, and turned hi* iteed aside, 

And ridden where the blue Jake spreads its waters i_elm and wide. 
And lof beneath a linden-tree, there sin n lady fair, 

Urn like some savage maiden clad in sylvan pageant rare 
Her kiltie's o f the dappled ikin of die rapid mountain iw ; 

A ijaiver at her back she beam, beside her lies a bow ; 

Iter feel are bare, her golden hair admen her shoulders streams, 

And in her lap a rosy child is smiling in its dreams. 
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The count had nevw thought to see his wife again. 
He imagined that she had long since starved to death or 
been devoured; and now, finding her alive, his pulses 
quicken. He knows well that only a miracle could have 
preserved her during all this period of estrangement, and 
reflects that on behalf of the virtuous alone are miracles 
worked. Seeing herein ample proof of Genofeva’s 
innocence, he welcomes her back to his arms and with 
beating heart bears her to the castle: 

Oh ! there to joy in Andcmach upon dial flippy aigtu: 

The p*Uee rang vilh revelry, the city timed with light: 

And when the ttuKm her paler beams upon the turrets thed. 

Above the Roman £atc wu icen the traitor Gtik/i Lead. 


The Brothers 

Doubtless it W.-Ui the thaumaturgic element in iliib pretty 
romance which chiefly made it popular among its pristine 
audiences, yet it was probably the pathos with which it 
is coloured that granted it longevity', causing it to be 
handed down from generation to generation long before 
the advent of the printing-press. 

Pathos, of course* fibres largely in all folk-literature, and 
the story of Count Siegfried is by no means the only tale 
of a touching nature embodied in the early poetry of the 
Rhine, another similar work which belongs to this 
category being a poem associated with Ltcbenstein and 
Sterrenberg, two Castles not far from each oilier. These 
places, so goes the talc, once belonged to a nobleman 
who chanced to h^ivc as his ward a young lady of singular 
loveliness, lie had also two sons, of whom the elder 
was heir to Liebenstein. while the younger was destined 
to inherit Sterrenberg. These brothers were fast friends, 
and this partitioning of the paternal estates never begot 
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so much as an angry word between them; but, alas I in an 
evil day they both fell in love with the same woman—-their 
father's ward. Such events have happened often, and 
usually they have ended in bitter strife ; but the elder of 
the young men was of magnanimous temperament, and, 
convinced that the lady favoured the other's advances 
more than his, he left him to woo and win her, and so in 
due course it was announced that the younger brother and 
she were affianced. Anon the date fixed for their nuptials 
drew near, bui it happened that, in the interim, the young 
knight of Sterrcnberg had become infected with a desire 
to join a crusade; and now, despite the entreaties of his 
Jiancit and his father, he mustered a troop of men-auinms, 
led them t<> join the Emperor Conrad at ErankforL and 
set off for the Holy Land. Year after year went by ; still 
the warrior was absent, and betimes his friends and 
relations began to lose all hope of ever seeing him again, 
imagining that he must have fallen at the hands of the 
infidel. Yet this suspicion was never actually confirmed, 
and the elder brother, far from taking ihe advantage 
which the strange situation offered, continued to eschew 
paying any addresses to his brother’s intended bride, and 
invariably treated her simply as a beloved sister. Some¬ 
times, no doubt, it occurred to him that he might win her 
yet; but of a sudden his horizon was dianged totally, and 
changed in a most unexpected fashion. The rover came 
back! And lol it was not merely a tale of war that he 
brought with him, for it transpired that while abroad 
he had proved false to his vows and taken to himself 
a wife, a damsel of Grecian birth who was even now in 
his train. The knight of Liebcnstcin was bitterly incensed 
on hearing the news, and sent his brother a fierce challenge 
to meet him in single combat; but scarcely had they 
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met ind drawn swords era the injured lady intervened. She 
reminded the young men of theirsaerad bond of fraternity: 
she implored them to desist from the crime of bloodshed. 
Then, having averted this, she experienced a great longing 
to renounce all earthly things, and took the veil in a 
neighbounng convent thus shattering forever the ra- 
kmdhaj hopes of her elder suitor. But he. the hero of the 
drama, was not the only sufferer, for his brother was not to 
go unpumshed for Ins perfidy. A strange tale went forth, a 

?2tuV> u l ° the CfTcCt tbal tht * Grecian damsel was 

dmefrl ^ *?"& St ™beig began to n.e his ill- 

wife m forcetJ *0 banish lu‘s 

VMfc altogether. And so. each in his wind-swept castle- 

for dicir father was now dead-the two knight! lived on, 

nften 011 the curious events of which their lives 
had been composed. The elder never married, and the 
younger had no inclination to take that Steps second time. 

Thmy tlCT ®r entered court or (own. 

Not l inked on woman's face ; 

BmcbiTiltaw togra*e wtnt down, 

I he km of mil ihtk riv,:*. 

Ami -it i [ I up-on lijp; mount lit] f^if 
Aic tasi two CAill« irrey, 

** ***. tugoihct there 
Seue s!nw|y to deny. 

The susl <h* t the toiteri^ stonft 

On one liurg** b* u]emcal * 

Upon the other 't mm par* lone 
Hmih aqujU fur* ipunt. 

th,uered 

u» Jnnty mooubcaitna *tiinr, 
ijpon the enunhjiog «*», , tey m 
Oi drtATj Lsehcu&tcin. 


Argcnfds 


A rgenfets 

But the warriors who flit across the lore of Rhineland 
wen’ not all so unfortunate, and one who fared belter was 
Sir Dietrich of Schwarzenbeck. Marching by the Rhine 
on his way to join a band of crusaders, this Dietrich 
chanced to pass a few days at the castle of ArgenMs, 
whose owner was the father of two daughters. I he 
younger of die pair, Bertha by name, soon feli in lov^ 
with tile guest, while he, too, was deeply impressed by her 
charm; but silken dalliance was not for him at present— 
for wels he not under a vow to try to redeem the Holy 
Sepulchre ?—and so he resumed his journey to Palestine. 
Here an arduous campaign awaited him. In die course of 
a fierce battle he was wounded sorely, and while trying 
to escape from the lie:1 i_l he taken prisoner, 
was a terrible fate, a far worse fate than death, for the 
Saracens usually sold their captives as slaves; anc ir 
Dietrich as he languished in captivity, wondering whether 
he was destined to spend the rest of his days serving the 
infidel in some menial capacity, vowed that if he should 
ever regain his native Germany he would build there a 
chapel to St, Peter, Nor did his piety go unrewarded. for 
shortly afterward a body of his compatriots carru. U> ns 
aid* worsted Ins foes, and uet him free* A JG> ^- s 

this for tlie crusader, but it was not his pious vow that he 
thought of first; be made for Argenfcls, eager to see 
again the bright eyes of the lady who hail enchanted him. 
Day and night lie node, and as he drew nearer to the 
castle his passion grew stronger within him; 
on reaching his destination his holies were suddenly 
dashed to the ground. War had meantime been waged 
in the neighbourhood of Bertha’s home; her father ^ 
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Drinking Songs of ike Rhine 

it wr?re a lengthy; matter to recount the many other poems 
<>! Rhineland akin to those mustered above, and enough 
has been said to indicate their general characteristics; 
while an ancient Rhine classic of yet a different kind, 
Tin Mouse Turner, given elsewhere, is so familiar owing 
to Southey’s English version that it were superfluous to 
*>f!er any synopsis or criticism of it here. Then a class 
of poems of which the great river’s early literature is 
naturally replete are those concerned with the growing of 
the vine and the making or Rhenish, prominent among 
these being one consecrated to Bach a rath, a town which 
was a famous centre of the wine industry in the Middle 
Ages. Near Bacharach there is a huge stone in the Rhine 
which, known as 'the Altar of Bacchus/ is visible only 
on rare occasions, when the river chances to be parti¬ 
cularly low; and in olden times, whenever this stone was 
seen, the event was hailed by the townsfolk as an omen 
that their next grape harvest would be an exceptionally 
successful one. It ts with this 1 Altar of Bacchus 1 that 
the poem in question deals. But coming to modem 
tunes, many of the Rhine drinking songs are also con¬ 
cerned to some extent with patriotism—an clement which 
seems to go hand in hand with the bacchanal the world 
over !—and a typical item in this category is the Rhein- 
wnnittd of Georg Hervegh, a j)o«l of the first half of 
the nineteenth century. A better patriotic song of Rhine¬ 
land, however, is one by a slightly earlier poet, Wolfgang 
Muller, a native of Kdmgswinter, near Bonn, who sings 
with passionate devotion of the great river, dwelling 
lovingly on its natural beauties, and exalting it above 
all other streams. His song appears to have been 
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composed when the writer was undergoing a temporary 
period of exile from the Vattrland , for a somewhat 
pathetic and plaintive air pervades each verse, and the 
poet refers to the Rhine as a memory rather than as 
something actually before his eyes. But very different is 
another fine patriotic song of which it behoves to s|jeak, 
the work of August Kopisch, a contemporary of Muller, 
This latter song treats of an incident in the Napoleonic 
wars, and Bliicher and his forces are represented as 
encamjx-.fi on the Rhine and as debating whether to 
march forward against their French foes. Nor is it 
necessary to add. perhaps, that they decitfe to do so. for 
otherwise no German singer would have handled the 
theme! 

But what, asks someone, is really the brightest gem 
of Rhineland poetry? while someone else adds that the 
majority of the writers cited above are but little known, 
and inquires whether none of the great German authors 
were ever inspired to song by their beloved river. The 
name of Heinrich Heine naturally comes to mind in this 
relation—comes to mind instantly on account of what h 
surely his masterpiece, DU Lortki— A poem already dealt 
with. 

But Heine's version far transcends all others, and ponder¬ 
ing on its beauty, we think first of its gentle, a»danit 

music, a music which steals through the senses like a 
subtle perfume * 

Id* webs nicht wu soil « bed raid). 

m Imutig bin - 
Kin Mfcrtbets mm alien 
IHi komm mif nwh\ Hus dem Strut 

? here surely, is a sound as lovely as the fateful maiden 
herself ever sang; and here, again, is a verse which Is a 
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tmtr de force in the craft of landscape-painting ; for not 
i inly are the externals of the scene summoned vividly 
before the reader’s eyes, but some of the mystery and 
strangely wistful appeal of nature are likewise found in 
the lines: 

Die Lull ist kiibl und ts durildl 
Uad nifug fliesst det Rhein ; 

1 Gijtfd diss Ddp funfcclt 
Im AbeiidiooncimJieuk 


CHAPTER III : CLEVES 
TO THE LOWENBURG 

Lohengrin 

T H E tale or myth of the Knight of the Swan who 
came to the succour of the youthful Duchess of 
Brabant is based upon motives more or less 
common in folklore—the enchantment of human beings 
into swans, and the taboo whereby, as in the case of 
Uipcl ami Psyche, the husband forbids the wife to question 
um as to his identity or to look upon him. The myth 
ias been treated by both Frmch and German romancers, 
but the latter attached it loosely to the Grail legend 
thus turning it to mystical use. 

As a purely German story it is found at the conclusion of 
wolfram von Esc hen bach's Parrival? from which the 
following version is drawn. The name of the hero as 
written by Wolfram (Loherangrtn) may possibly be 
traced to Garin le Loherin or Garin of Lorraine. 
Wagner's version is taken from the same source, but 
tile migmy master of melody altered many of the details 
for dramatic and other reasons. 

The principal French versions of the romance are Le 
Chemlter au Cygnt and Nelyas, and there are medieval 
English forms of these.* 

The Knight of the Swan 

In a dungeon i„ the castle of Cloves lay Elsa „ f B „ bant 
lnngu.3b.ng m captivity. Hot father, Jut Duke of 
bant, bad ere be d.cd appointed his most powerful 

«■“>“ -c-n.- 

* op. dt. 
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The Knight of the Swan 

vassal, one Frederick of Telrarnund, to be her guardian; 
but lie, seeking; only the advancement of his own ends, 
shamefully abused the confidence of his lord. Using his 
authority as Elsa's guardian, he sought to compel her to 
become his wife, and threw her into prison to await 
thy wedding-day. knowing well that none would dare to 
dispute his action. 

An appeal was made on Elsa’s behalf to the Emperor, 
Henry I* who decreed that she should choose a champion, 
so that the matter might be settled by combat. But,alas! 
there was not a knight who would venture to match his 
skill against that of Frederick, who was a giant in stature 
and an expert in sword-play. In accordance with the 
Emperor’s decree Tclramund sent out a hem Id at Stated 
times to proclaim his readiness to do battle with any who 
would champion the cause of Elsa. 

Time passed, yet the challenge was not accepted, and at 
length the day was fixed for the bridal. Behind her 
prison bars the lady wept ceaselessly, and called upon the 
Virgin to save her from the threatened fate. in her 
despair she beat her breast with her chaplet, whereon was 
hung a tiny silver bell. Now this little bell was possessed 
of magic properties, for when it was rung the sound, small 
at first as the tinkling of a fairy lure, grew in volume the 
further it travelled till it resembled the swelling of a 
mighty chorus. Rarely was its tone heard, and never 
save when its owner was in dire straits, as on die present 
occasion. When Elsa beat her breast with it, therefore, 
its magical qualities responded to her distress, and its 

faint, sweet tinkle fell on her ear. 1t 

Far away over hill and dale went the sound toe : , 

growing ever richer and louder, till at lengt i it reaci^ 
the temple where Parsifal and his knights guarded the 
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Holy Grail, To them it seemed that the swelling notes 
contained an appeal for help directed to the Holy Vessel 
over which they kept vigil. While they debated thereon 
a loud and mysterious voice was heard bidding Parsifal 
send his son Lohengrin to the res cut of Elsa of Brabant, 

whom he must take for his wife, vet without revealing to 
her his idemiiy. 

The awed knights recognized the voice as that of the 
Holy brail, and Lohengrin at once set out. bound he 
knew not whither. When he reached the shores of the 
me it. found awaiting him a boat drawn by a stately 
swan. Taking it as a sign from Heaven, he stepped into 
the hide boat and was carried „ p the Rhine, to the sound 
oi the most exquisite music 

It was the day on which Elsa was to be wedded to her 
tyrant. She had spent the night in tears and bitter 
lamentations, and now, weary and distraught, too hone¬ 
ys even for tears, she looked out from die bars of her 
prison with dull, despairing eyes. Suddenly she heard the 
melodious strains and a moment later saw the approach of 
a swan-drawn boat, wherein lay a sleeping knight. Hope 
leapt Withm her. for she remembered the prophecy of an old 
nun long since dead, that a sleeping knight would rescue 
her from gmve peril Directly he stepped ashore the 
youth made his way to the place of her confinement and, 

Sfore g W r lS Ti? 5* ! ,Cavily barmJ winJow - knelT 

Wore her and begged that she would take him for 
her champion. 

At that moment the blast ol a trumpet was heard fol- 
Wd by the voice ol the herald as, for the last tim^ lie 

of 3 Hmb". an! t uke U P arms "t, behalf of Elsa 

aid Trlmm ij^T «■« challenge, 

Telramund. when the news reached him of the 

94 


The Knight of the Swan 

unexpected opposition, on the very day he had appointed for 
his wedding, was surprised and enraged beyond measure, 
yet he dared not refuse to do battle with the stranger 
knight, because of the Emperor’s decree. So it was 
arranged that the combat should take place immediately. 
News of it reached the people of Cleves, and a great con¬ 
course gathered to witness the spectacle, all of them 
secretly in sympathy with the persecuted maiden, thotigh 
these feelings were carefully concealed from the ruth¬ 
less Telramund. 

Fierce indeed was the combat, for Lohengrin, though less 
powerfully built than his gigantic opponent, was neverthe¬ 
less tall and strong, and well versed in the arts of war. 
At length lur laid his enemy in the dust with a well-aimed 
sword-stroke, and the crowd broke into cheers. The 
combat was over, and Eba was free! 

Heeding not the acclamations of the people, Lohengrin 
strode toward Elsa and again knelt at her feet. The 
blushing maiden trade him name his reward, whereupon 
the knight begged her hand in marriage, confessing, how- 
ever, that he might only remain with her so long as she 
did not question him with regard to his identity. It 
seemed a small condition to Elsa, who willingly promised 
to restrain any curiosity she might fed concerning his 
name and place of abode. The cheers of the populace 
were redoubled when they learned that Elsa was to bestow- 
her hand on the Swan Knight, 

In a few weeks the couple were married, and henceforth 
for a good many years they lived together very happily. 
Three sons were born to them, who grew in time to be 
ham Lome and chivalrous lads, of noble bearing and 
knightly disposition. Then it was that Elsa, who had 
hitherto faithfully kept her promise to her husband, began 
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to fancy that she and her sons had a grievance in that 
the latter were not permitted to bear their father's 
name. 

For a time she bnxxied in silence over her grievance, but 
at length it was fanned into open rebellion by a breath of 
outside suspicion. Some of the people looked askance at 
the knight whose name no one knew. So Elsa openly 
reproached her husband w ith his secrecy, and begged that 
for the benefit of their sons he would reveal his name and 
station. Even the children of humble parents, the children 
of the peasants, of their own retainers, had a right to their 
father's name, and why not her sons also? 

Lohengrin paled at her foolish words, for to him they were 
the sign that he must leave his wife and family and betake 
himself once more to the temple of the Holy Grail, 

Oh, Elsa,’ he said sorrowfully, ** thou knowist not 
wliat thou hast done. Thy promise is broken, and today 
I must leave thee for ever.” And with that he blew a 
blast on his silver horn. 

Elsa had already repented her rash words, and right 
earnestly she besought him to remain by her side. but, 
alas 1 her tears and pleadings were in vain, for, even as 
her entreaties were uttered, she heard the exquisite strains 
of music which bad first heralded her lover's approach, 
while from the window of the castle she espied the swan- 
boat rapidly drawing toward the shore, 

With grave tenderness Lohengrin bade farewell to his 
wife and family, first, however, revealing to them his 
Identity, and commending them to the care of some of his 
trusty followers. 

Tradition tells that Elsa did not long survive tile loss of 
her beloved husband, but her sons became brave knights, 
well worthy of the proud name Lhey bore 
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A Legend of Li£ge 
A Legend of Liige 

A legend of Li£ge! and is not Lidge itself now almost 
legendary? Its venerable church, its world-famous 
library replete with the priceless treasures of the past, 
"with records stored of deeds long since fo^g ^ ot^ ,, where 
are they?-—but crumbling clusters of ruins fired by the 
barbarian torch whose glow, we were told, was to enlighten 
an ignorant and uncultured Europe! But one gem re¬ 
mains: the wonderful Hfttcl <ie \ r ille. type of the Rrruus- 
sanoe spirit in Flanders. Li«5gc may be laid in ruins, but 
the memory ol what it was can never die: 

Athens in death is nobler for 

Thun breathing cities of the West; 

and the same may be said of those splendours in atone, 
those wonders of medieval architecture, even the blackened 
walls of which ptssess a dignity and beauty which will ever 
assist the imagination to re-create the picture of what has 
been. 

Li£ge is a city of the Middle Ages, Time was when the 
place boasted but a single forge; and though bucklers 
were heap'd beside the anvil, and swords and spears 
lay waiting for repair, the blacksmith leant against his 
door-post, gazing idly up the hill-side. Gradually he was 
aware of a figure, which seemed to have grown into 
shape from a furze-bush, or to have risen from behind 
a stone * and as it descended the slope he eyed curiously 
the grimy face, long heartland squat form of what he was 
half unwilling to recognize as a human being. Hobbling 
awkwardly, and shrugging his shoulders as though cold, 
the man came in time to the smithy door. 

What 1 Jacques Perron—idle when work is to be done ? 
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Idle smith ! idle smith! The horse lacks the bit, and the 
rider the spur. 

Mil faro lb* hide when the buckler warns mending; 

11! fires sbe pin ugh when the coulter watiu tending. 1 

Idle smith! idle smith ! ” 

It lie enough, 1 ’ quoth Jacques. ** t'm as Idle as you are 
ugly; but I can't get charcoal any more than you can get 
beauty, so I must stand still, and you be content with your 
lace, though !\1 fain earn a loaf and a cup full enough for 
both of us this winter morning." 

Though the strange man must have known he was 
horribly ugly—that is, If he ever bent to drink of the dear 
bright waters of the lovely Meuse, which reflected in those 
days every lily-bell and every grass-blade which grew 
upon its banks, and gave a faithful portraiture in its cool 
waters of every creature that leant over them—though he 
was certainly the most frightful creature that had ever 
mot the blacksmith's sight, it was evident enough that he 
did not like being called Ugly-face. But when the honest, 
good-natured smith spoke of earning a draught for his 
new acquaintance as well as himself, he smacked his ugly 
lips and twisted out a sort of smile which made him still 
more hideous. 

Alt, ah ! sail! he, “wine’s good in winter weather, 
wine’s good in winter weather. Liston, lisrcn l Jacques 
I erron . Jisten, listen 1 Go you up the hill-side—yonder, 
yonder! tr and hr pointed with a yellow finger, which 
seemed to stretch out longer and longer as the smith 
strained Ids eyes up the slope, until the digit looked quite 
as long as the tallest chimney that smoked over Lijge. 

“ Ltsten, listen ! u and he sang in a voice like die breath 
of 3 huge bellows : 
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M 1 Wme'f good in winter wefclherj 
Up the HiU-tibc sieir live hither 
Go imd gttlicr die blank fitih, 

It tbtll git* your fit* birth. 

Ill fares the bide whm the buckler wants mending; 

1U (we? the plough when die coulter tendmg : 

Go I GoT 

" Mind my cup of wine—mind my cup of wine I ” As he 
ended this rude chant Jacques saw the long finger run 
back into the shrivelled hand, as a telescope slips back 
into its case, and then the hand was wrapped up in the 
dingy garment, and with a dreadful shiver, and a chattering 
of teeth as loud as the noise of the anvils now heard on 
the same spot, the ugly man was wafted away round the 
comer of the building like a thick gust of smoke from a 
newly fed furnace. 

*'Mind my cup of wine—mind my cup of wine!” rang 
again in the ears of the startled Jacques, and after running 
several times round his house in vain pursuit of the voice, 
he sat down on the cold anvil to scratch his head and 
think, It was quite certain he had work to do, and it was 
as certain as half a score searches could make it that he 
had not a single coin in his pouch to buy charcoal to do 
it with. He was reflecting that the old man was a very 
strange creature—he was more than half afraid to think 
who he might be—when in the midst of His cogitation lie 
heard his three children calling out for their morning 
meal. Not a loaf had Jacques in store, and twisting his 
hide apron round his loins, he muttered, “ Demon or 
no demon, 1 ‘U go,” and strode out of the smithy and 
up the hill-side as fast as though he feared that if he 
went slowly his courage would not carry him as far up 
as the heather-bush which the long yd low linger had 
pointed oul 
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When the young wife of Jacques came to look for her 
husband, she saw him returning with his apron full of 
black morsels of shining stone. She smiled at him ; but 
when he threw them on the furnace and went to get a brand 
to set them alight, she looked solemn enough, for she 
thought he had left his wits on the hill-top. Great was 
her surprise when she saw the stems Sum / But her joy 
was greater than her surprise when she heard her hus¬ 
band's hammer ring merrily, and found the wage of the 
smith all spared for home use, instead of being set aside 
for the charcoal-burner. That night Jacques had two full 
wine-cups and, setting them on the anvil, had scarcely 
said to himself, l wonder whether Hill come!" when 
in walked the Old Man and, nodding familiarly, seated 
himself on the head of the big hammer. Jacques was a 
bold and grateful as well as a good-natured fellow, and 
in a few minutes he and his visitor were on excellent 
terms. No more shivering or chattering of teeth was 
seen or heard in the smithy that night. The black stones 
burned away merrily on thti hearth, and the bright flames 
shone on the honest face of the smith as he hobnobbed 
with his companion, and looked as though he really 
thought the stranger as handsome as he certainly had 
been useful. He sang his best songs and told his best 
stories, and when the wine had melted his soul lie told 
his new friend how dearly he loved his wife and what 
charming, dear creatures his children were. '‘Demon or 
no demon," he swore the stranger was a good fellow, and 
though the visitor spoke but little, he seemed to enjoy his 
company very much. He laughed at the jokes, smiled at 
the songs, and once rather startled Jacques by Setting out 
again his long telescope arm to pat him on his shoulder 
when, with a mouth full of praises of his wife, a tear 

too 


The Sword-slipper of Solingen 

sparkled In his eye as he told over again how dearly he 
loved his Jittk- ones. 

Day broke before the wine was exhausted or their hearts 
flagged, and when the voice of the early cock woke the 
swan that tended her callow brood amongst tire sedges of 
the Meuse the Old Man departed. Jacques never saw 
him again, although he often looked in all directions when 
he went to the hill for a supply of fuel; but from that 
day Lidge grew up in industry, riches, and power. 
y<uquts had found coat, and thus became the benefactor 
of his native country, and the hero of this favourite Legend 
of tiu LiCgcois. 

The Swords/if for of Solingen 
In Solingen, where the forges rang to the making of 
sword-blades, many smiths had essayed to imitate the 
falchions of Damascus, their trenchant keenness and their 
wondrous golden inlaying. But numerous as were the 
attempts made to recapture the ancient secret of the East, 
they all signally failed, and brought about the ruin of 
many masters of the sword-slipper’s art. 

Among these was old Ruthard. a smith grown grey in the 
practice of his trade. He had laid aside sufficient savings 
to permit himself a year's experiment in the manufacture 
of Damascus blades, but to no purpose. As the months 
wore on he saw his hard-earned gold melting steadily 
away. The wrinkles dcqrened on his brow, and his only 
daughter, Martha, watched the change coming over him 
ill sorrowful silence. 

One evening—the evening of all evenings, the holy 
Christmas eve—Martha entered the forge and saw the 
old man still hard at work. She gently remonstrated 
with him, asking him why he toiled on such an occasion. 
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You work, toy father, as if you feared that to-morrow 
we might not have bread,” she said. “Why toil on this 
holy evening ? Have you not sufficient for the future f Y'ou 
roust have bid by enough for your old age. Then why 
fatigue yourself when others are spending the time by 
their L-wn hearths in cheerful converse? * J 
The old smith's only reply was to shake his head in a 
melancholy manner, take some pieces of broken food in 
his hands, and leave the house. At chat moment Wilhelm, 
the smith s head apprentice, entered the room. He seemed 
pale and disturbed, and related to Martha, to whom he 
was betrothed, that he had asked Ruthard for her hand. 
The old man had firmly told him that he could not 
consent to their union until he had discovered the secret of 
making Damascus blades. This he fr.lt was hopeless to 
expect, and he had come to say **good-bye 11 ere he set 
out on a quest from which he might never return. At the 
news Martha was greatly perturbed. She rose and clung 
lo the young man, her wild grief venting itself in heart, 
rending sobs, She begged him not to depart. But his 
mind was fully made up, and. notwithstanding her teats 
and caresses, he tore liimstlf away and quitted the house 
and die town. 

For nearl y a fortnight the youth tramped over hill ant] 
valley with little in h» pouch and without much hope that 
the slender means of which lie was possessed would bring 
him to the land of the Saracens, where alone he could 
hojje to learn the great art of tempering the blades of 
Damascus. One evening he entered the solitary-mountain 
country oi Spessart and, unacquainted with the labyrinths 
of the road lost himself in an adjoining forest. By this 
Lime mg It had fallen, and he cast about for a place in 

winch to lay his head, But the inhospitable forest showed 
102 


The Sword-slipper of Sol ingen 

no sign of human habitation. After wandering on, how¬ 
ever, stumbling and falling in the darkness, he at length 
saw a light burning brightly at a distance. Quickly he 
made for it and found that it came from the window of a 
cottage, at the door of which he knocked loudly, lie had 
not long to wait for an answer, for an old woman speedily 
opened, and inquired what he wanted at so late an hour. 
He told her that he desired food and lodging, for which 
he could pay, and he was at once ad milted. She told 
him, however, that she expected another visitor. Whilst 
she cooked his supper IV i I helm detailed to her the 
circumstances of his journey. After he had eaten he 
retired to rest, but, tired as he was. he could not sleep, 
Later a dreadful storm arose, through the din of which he 
heard a loud noise, as if someone had entered the house 
by way of the chimney. Peering through the keyhole 
into the next room, he perceived a man seated at the table 
opposite his hostess whose appearance filled him with 
misgiving. He had not much leisure for a detailed 
examination of this person, however, for the witch for such 
she was— came to the door of his room, entered, and bade 
him come and be introduced to a stranger from the Last 
who could tell him the secret of forging Damascus blades, 
Wilhelm followed the old woman into the other room and 
beheld there a swarthy man seated, wrapped in a fiame- 
coluured mantle. For a long time the stranger regarded 
him steadily, then demanded what he wanted from him. 
Wilhelm told him the circumstances of his quest, and 
when he had finished the story the man laughed and. 
drawing from his pocket a document, requested the youth 
to sign it. Wilhelm perceived that it was of the nature 
of a jvict with Satan, by which he was to surrender his 

soul in return tor the coveted secret. Nevertheless, he 
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set his signature to the manuscript and returned to his 
couch but not to sleep. The consequences of his terrible 
act haunted him* and when morning came he set off on 
his homeward journey with a fearful hearty carefully 
guarding a well-sealed letter which the mysterious 
stranger had put into his hand. 

Without further adventure he reached Solmgcn. and 
havrng acquainted Ruthard with what had transpired, he 
handed him the letter. But the good old man refused to 
unseal it. 

" You must keep this until your own son and mV grandson 
can open it," he said to Wilhelm, "for overhia inUtsoul 
the enemy can have no power” 

And so it happened. Wilhelm married Martha, and in the 
course of a few years a little son was born to them, who 

£ . ttmc roum1 thc opits and mastered the 

b.atanic secret, and from that time the blades of Sojimren 
have had a worldwide renown, 

The Architect of Cologne Cathedral 
Travellera on the Rhine usually make a halt at Cologne 
to see the cathedral and many inquire the name of its 

— * \ T i J ail **? e work oi a single architect? 

hey ask ; or did the cathedral, like many another in 

Europe, acquire its present form by stow degrees, being 

aS didy embellished in divers successive 

Si IT? <IUeSt '° n ^ ArC enable and 

natural, yet, strange to relate are invariably answered in 

evav 1Vu fashion, the truth being that the' name of the 

Th V" 1 ? 1 nCd Cathedral is unknown. 

™Z3T£ T*? 1 * however, is of world-wide 

f.*mo^ r7 ' e ta C , aSS ° ciated *’ lh founding of the 
famous edifice i* replete with that grblv dement which 
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The Architect of Cologne Cathedral 

has always delighted the German®, and figures largely 
in their medieval literature, and more especially in the 
works of their early painters — for example, Diirer, Lucas 
Cranach, and Albrecht Altdbrfer. 

It was about the time of the last-named master that a 
Bishop of Cologne, Conrad von Hochsteden, formtrd the 
resolve of increasing the pecuniary value of his dincese. 
He was already rich, but other neighbouring bishops were 
richer, each of (hem being blest with just what Conrad 
lacked — a shrine sufficiently famous to attract large 
numbers of wealthy pilgrims able to make generous 
offerings. The result of his jealous musing was that 
the crafty bishop vowed he would build a cathedral 
whose like had not been seen in all Germany. By this 
means, he thought, he would surely contrive to bring 
rich men to his diocese. His first thought was to summon 
an architect from Italy, in those days the country where 
beautiful building was chiefly carried on; but he found 
that this would cost a far larger sum than he was capable 
of raising; so, hearing that a gifted young German 
architect had lately taken up his abode at Cologne itself. 
Conrad sent for him and offered him a rich reward should 
he accomplish the work satisfactorily. The young man 
was overjoyed, for as yet he had received no commissions 
of great importance, and he set to work at once. He made 
drawing after drawing, but, being in a state of feverish 
excitement, found that his hand had lost its cunning. 
None of his designs pleased him in the least; die bishop, 
he felt, would be equally disappointed; and thinking 
that a walk in the fresh air might clear his brain, he 
threw his drawing-board aside and repaired to the banks 
of tiie Rhine. Yet even here peace did not come to him ; 
he was tormented by endless visions of groined arches, 
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pediments, pilasters, and die like, and having a stick in 
his hand* he made an effort to trace some on the sand. 
But this new effort pleased him no better than any of its 
predecessors. Fame and fortune were within liis reach, 
yet he was incapable of grasping them; and he groaned 
aloud, cursing the day he was born. 

As the young man uttered his fierce malediction he was 
surprised to hear a loud “Amen” pronounced; he looked 
round, wondering from whom this insolence came, and 
beheld an individual whose approach he had not noticed. 
He, too, was engaged in drawing on the sand, and deem¬ 
ing that the person, whoever he was, intended to mock 
his attempts at a plan for the projected cathedral, the 
architect strode up to him with an -mgr)’ expression on 
his face. He stopped short, however, on nearing the rival 
draughtsman; for he was repelled by his sinister aspect, 
while at the same time he was thunderstruck by the excel¬ 
lence of his drawing. It was indeed a thaumaturgic design, 
just such a one as the architect himself had dreamt of, 
but had been unable to execute; and while he gared at it 
eagerly Lhe stranger hailed him in an ugly, rasping voice. 
"A cunning device, this of mine,” he said sharply; and 
the architect was bound to agree, despite the jealousy he 
felt. Surely, he thought, only the Evil One could draw 
in this wise. Scarcely had the thought crossed his mind 
ere his suspicion was confirmed, for now he marked the 
stranger's tail, artfully concealed hitherto. Yet he was 
incapable of withholding his gaxc from the plan drawn so 
wondrous !y on the sand, and the foul fiend, seeing that the 
moment for his triumph was come, declared his identity 
without shame, ami added that, would the architect but 
agree to renounce all hopes of salvation in the next world, 
the peerless design would be his to do with as he pleased. 
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T lie young man shuddered on receiving the momentous 
offer, but continued to gajie fixedly at the cunning work¬ 
manship, ami again the Evil One addressed him, bidding 
him repair that very night to a certain place on a blasted 
heath, where, if he would sign a document consigning his 
soul to everlasting damnation, he would be presented with 
the plan duly drawn on parchment. The architect still 
wavered, now eager to accept the offer, and now vowing 
that the stipulated price was too frightful. In the end he 
was given time wherein to come to a decision, and he 
hurried from the place at hot speed as the tempter vanished 
from his sight. 

On reaching his dwelling the architect flung him sell upon 
his bed and burst into a paroxysm of weeping. The good 
■-voman who tended him observed this with great surprise, 
for he was not given to showing his emotions thus; and 
wondering what terrible sorrow had come to him, she pro¬ 
ceeded to make kindly inquiries. At first these were met 
with silence, but, feeling a need for sympathy, the archi¬ 
tect eventually confessed the truth ; and the good dame, 
horrified at what she heard, hurried off to impart the story 
to her father-confessor. He, too, w*as shocked, but lie was 
as anxious as Bishop Conrad that the proposed cathedral 
should be duly built, and he came quickly to the architect’s 
presence. “ Here,” he told him, " is a piece of our Lord’s 
cross. This will preserve you. Go, therefore, as the fiend 
directed you, take the drawing from him, and brandish 
the sacred relic in his accursed face the moment you have 
received it.” 

W hen evening drew near the architect hurried to the ren¬ 
dezvous, where he found the Devil waiting impatiently. 
But a Jeer soon spread over his visage, and he was 
evidently overjoyed at the prospect of wrecking a soul. 
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He quickly produced a weird document, commanding his 
victim to affix his signature at a certain place- M But the 
beautiful plan,'* whispered the young mart ■ ** I must see 
it first; I must be assured that tile drawing on the sand 
has been faithfully copied," “Fear nothing.” The Devil 
handed over the precious piece of vellum ; and glancing 
at it swiftly, and finding it in order, the architect whipped 
ft under his doublet "Ahal you cannot outwit me,” 
shrieked the fiend ; but ns he was laying hands upon the 
architect the young man brought forth the talisman he 
carried. "A priest has told you of this, for no one else 
would have thought of it/* cried the Devil, breathing 
flame from his nostrils. But his wrath availed him 
naught; he was forced to retreat before the sacred relic, 
yet as he stepped backward he uttered a deadly curse. 
"You have deceived me,*’ he hissed; "but know that 
fame will never cume to you; your name will be forgotten 
for evermore," 

And behold, the fiend's prophecy was fulfilled. The 
cathedral was scarcely completed ere the young architect's 
name became irrevocably forgotten, and now this grisly 
talc is all that is known concerning his identity, 

Cologne Cathedral : Its. Erection 
There are several other tales to account for the belief 
prevalent at one time that Cologne Cat hedral would never 
be completed. The following legend attributes the un¬ 
finished state of the edifice to the curse of a jeabus architect. 
At the time the building was commenced a rival architect 
was engaged in planning an aqueduct to convey to the 
city a supply of water purer than that of the Rhine. He 
was in this difficulty, however : he had been unable to 
discover the exact position of the spring from which the 
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wnier was to be drawn. Tidings of the proposed structure 
reaciied the ears of the builder of the cathedral, a man of 
strong passions and jealous disposition, and in time the* 
other architect asked his opinion of the plans for the 
aqueduct. 

it so happened that the architect of the cathedral 
atone had known the situation of the spring, and he had 
communicated it to his wife, but to no other living crea. 
ture; so be replied boastfully; 

* Speak not to me of your aqueduct. My cathedral, 
nu^hti as it will be, shell I !>e conipletcd before your little 

aqueduct. And he clinched his vainglorious assertion 
with an oath. 

Indeed, it seemed as though his boast would be justified, 
for the building of the sacred edifice proceeded apace, 
while the aqueduct was not even begun, because of the 
difficultyof finding the spring. The second architect was 
m despair, for of a certainty his professional reputation 
was destroyed, his hopes of fame for ever dashed, were 
he unable to finish the task he had undertaken. 

His faithful wife strove to lighten his despondency, and 
3 t last, setting her woman’s wit to work, hit on a plan 
whereby the threatened calamity might be averted. She 
set out to visit the wife of the rival architect, with whom 
she was intimate. The hostess greeted her effusively, and 
the ladies bad a long chat over bygone times. More and 
uiore confidential did they become under the influence of 
old memories and cheny wine. Skilfully the guest fed the 
conversation round to the subject of the hidden spring, 
■ind her friend, after exacting a promise of the strictest 
secrecy, told her its exact situation. It lay under the 
great tower of the cathedral, covered by the massive 
stone known as the * Devil’s Stone.’ 
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•'Let me have your assurance again,” said the anxious 
lady, ,J that you will never tell anyone, not even your 
husband. For I do not know what would become of me 
if my husband learnt that I had told it to you.” 

The other renewed her promises of secrecy and took her 
leave. On her return home she promptly told her husband 
all that had passed, and he as promptly set to work, sunk 
a well at the spot indicated, and found the spring. The 
foundations of the aqueduct were laid and the structure 
itsdf soon sprang; up. The architect of the cathedral saw 
with dismay that his secret was discovered. As the 
building of the aqueduct progressed he lost all interest in 
his own work j envy and anger filled his thoughts and at 
last overcame him. It is said that he died of a broken 
heart, cursing with his latest breath the cathedral which 
he had planned. 

The IVager 

An alternative story is that of the Devil's wager with the 
architect of the cathedral. The Evil One was much 
irritated at the good progress made in the erection of the 
building and resolved, by means of a cunning artifice, 
to stop that progress. To this end he paid a visit 
to the architect, travelling incognito to avoid unpleasant 
attentions. 

I he architect was a man of wit and good sense, as 
courteous as lie was clever j but he had one outstanding 
failing—a love of wagering. Satan, who ever loves to 
find the joints in an opponent’s armour, chose this one 
weak spot as a point of attack. His host offered him 
me.it and drink, which the Devil declined as not being 
sufficiently high-seasoned for his taste. 

“ 1 have come * matter of business,” said he briskly, 
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The Wager 

1 h Y e heard ° f 7 011 “ a spring fellow, a man who 
loves his wager, Is that correct ? ” 

The architect indicated that it was, and was ail eagerness 
and attention in a moment. 

\\ ell, said the other, “ I have come, in a word, to make 
a bet with you concerning the cathedral.” 

*'And what is your wager?” 

” U hy f I'll wager that 1 bring a stream from Treves to 
Cologne before you finish the cathedral, and I'll work 
single-handed, too.” 


“ ! ” ssi 6 the delighted architect. ■* But what’s the 

wager? ” 

If I win, your soul passes into my possession; if yon win, 

you may have anything you choose” And with that he 
was gone. 

Next day the architect procured the services of all the 
builders that were to be had cm such short notice, and set 
them to work in real earnest. Very soon the whole town 
was in a state of excitement because of the unusual 
bustle. The architect took to dreaming of the wealth, or 
the fame, or the honour he should ask as his due when the 
stakes were won. Employing his imagination thus, he 
one day climbed to die top of the highest tower, which by 
this time was completed, and as he feasted his eyes on the 
beautiful landscape spread before him he hap]xmcd to turn 
toward the town of T neves, and lol a shining stream was 
threading its way to Cologne, in a very short time it 
would reach the latter city.', 

1 he: Devil had won I 


VUift.a laugh of defiance the architect east him -lf from 
jhc high tower and was instantly killed. Satan, in the 
■■rm of a black hound, sprang upon him, but was too late 
to find him alive. 
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But his death stopped lor many years the progress of the 
cathedral; it long stood at Liu: ssme stage of completion 
as when the brook first flowed from Treves to Cologne. 

The Fire-bell of Cologne 

In one of the grand towers of Cologne Cathedral hangs a 
massive bell, some 25,000 lb. in weight. No mellow cal] 
to prayer issues from its brazen throat, no joyous chimes peal 
forth on gala-days; only in times of disaster, of storm ami 
stress and fire, it flings out a warning in tones so loud and 
clamorous, so full of dire threatenirigs, that the stoutest 
hearts quail beneath the sound. Because its awful note is 
only to be heard in time of terror it is known as the Fire- 
bdl, and a weird tradition relates the story of its founding 
and the reason for its unearthly sound. 

Long ago. when bell-founding was looked upon as an art 
of the highest importance, and especially so among the 
Germans, the civic authorities of Cologne made it known 
that the cathedral was in need of a new bell. There was 
no lack of aspirants for the honour of easting the bell, and 
more than one exponent of the an imagined his handiwork 
sw inging in the grand tower of the cathedral, a lasting and 
melodious monument to its creator's skill. 

Among those whose ambitious skills were stirred by the 
statement of the city fathers was one, a bell-founder named 
WoU, a man of evil passions and overbearing disposition, 
whose heart was firmly set on achieving success. In those 
days, let it bo said, the easting of a hell was a solemn, and 
even a religious, performance, attended by elaborate cere¬ 
monies and benedictions. On the day which Wolf had 
appointed for the operation it seemed as though the entire 
populace had turned out to witness the spectacle. Wolf, 
having prepared the mould, made ready to pour into it the 
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moltfn melaJ. I be silence was almost oppressive; and oti 
it foil distinctly the soltinn words of the bcIMbundef as in 
Gods name he released the metal. The bright stream 
gushed into the mould, and a cheer broke from the waiting 
crowd, who, indeed, could scarce be restrained till the bell 
had cooled, such was their curiosity to set the result. At 
last the earthy mould was removed, they surged round 
^gerly, and lo! from crown to rim of the mighty bell 
stretched a gaping crack ! 

Expressions of disappointment hurst from the lips of the 
people, and to Wolf himself the failure was indeed galling. 
But his ambitious spirit was not yet completely crushed. 
"I am not beaten yet,” he said boastfully. ** 1 shall make 
another, and success shall yet be mine.*' 

Another mould was made, once more the people came 
forth to see the casting of the bell, once more the solemn 
invocation of God s name fell on awed ears. The glowing 
metal filled the mould, cooled, and was withdrawn from 
its earthy prison. Once more cries of disappointment 
were heard from the crowd; again the massive bell was 
completely riven! 

Wolf was beside himself. His eyes glowed with fury, and 
he thrust aside the consolations ofliis friends. 

“If God will not aid me,” lie said fiercely, "then the 
Devil will 1 11 

The crowd shrank back from the impious words ; never¬ 
theless on the third occasion they attended in even greater 
numbers than before. 

Again was all made ready for the castingof the huge bell. 
The mould was fashioned as carefully as on the previous 
occasions, the metal was heated in the great furnace, and 
Wolf, pale and sullen, stood ready to release it. Cue 
when he spoke a murmur of astonishment, of horror, ran 
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through the crowd. For the familiar words “ In the 
name of God!" he had substituted “In the name of 
the Devi]!" With fascinated eyes the people watched 
the bright, rushing metal, and, later, the removal of the 
mould 

And behold! the bell was flawless, perfect in shape and 
form, and beautiful to look upon I 
Wolf, having achieved the summit of his ambition, cared 
little for the means by which he had ascended. From 
among a host of competitors he was chosen as the most 
successful. His bell was to hang in the belfry of Cologne 
Cathedral, for the envy of other bell-founders and the 
admiration of future generations. 

Thebdl was borne in triumph through the streets and fixed 
high in the tower. Wolf requested that he might be the 
first to try its tone, and his request was granted. He 
ascended into the tower and took the rope in his hands; 
the mighty bell swung forth, but ah 1 what a sound was 
that! I he people pressed their hands over their ears and 
shuddered ; those in the streets hurried to their homes; nil 
were filled with deadly Tear as the diabolical bell Hung its 
awful tones over the startled city. This* then, was the 
result of Wolfs invocation of the Devil, 

Wolf hints* if, high in the cathedral tower, was over¬ 
come with the brazen horror of the sound, and, driven 
mad with remorse and terror, flung himself from the 
tower and fell, a crushed and shapeless mass, on the ground 
below. 

Henceforth the beil was used only to convey warning 
in Limes of danger, to carry a message of terror far 
and wide across t hc city, and to remind the wicked 
at all times of the danger of trafficking with the EviJ 
One. 


The Archbishop’s Lion 

The Archbishop's Lion 

fn 957 Cologne was constituted an imperial free city, 
having as its nominal prince the archbishop of the see, 
but possessing the right to govern its own affairs. The 
good bishop of that time acquiesced in the arrangement, 
but his successors were not content to be princes in name 
only, and strove hard to obtain a real influence over the 
citizens. Leing for the most part men of unscrupulous 
disposition, they did not hesitate to rouse commons!tv 
and aristocracy against each other, hoping to step in 
and reap the benefits of such internecine warfare as might 
ensue- And, indeed, the continual strife was not con¬ 
ducive to the prosperity of the burghers, but rather 
tended to sap their independence, and one by one their civil 
] i be rti es were s u rren dured. Thus the s chem i ng arc h bis hops 
increased their power and influence in the city of Cologne, 
There came a time, however, in the civic history when the 
limit was overstepped- In the thirteenth century Arch¬ 
bishop Engelbert, more daring and ambitious than any of 
his predecessors, demanded that the municipal treasure 
should be given up to him. Not content with taking 
away the privileges of the burghers, he wished to lay his 
hands on the public purse as well This was indeed the 
last straw, and the sluggish blood of the burghers was at 
length roused to revolt. 

At this time the Burgomaster of Cologne, H ermann Grain 
by name, was an honest, far-seeing, and diplomatic citizen, 
wlio had 5 t:en with dismay the ancient liberties of his 
Wloved city destroyed by the cunning of th^ Archbishop. 

I he latter's bold attempt at further encroachments gave 
him the opportunity he sought, and with the skill of a 
born leader Hermann Grain united nobles and commons in 
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the determination to resist their mutual enemy. Feuds 
were for the time being forgotten, and with a gallant 
effort the galling yoke of the Archbishop .prince was 
thrown off, and the people of Cologne were once more 
free. 

Grcin performed his civic duties so firmly, albeit so 
smoothly and gently, that he won the love and respect of 
all sections of the populace. Old and young hailed him 
in their hearts as the deliverer of their city from eccle¬ 
siastical tyranny. Only Engelbert hated him with a 
deadly hatred, and swore to be revenged; nor was his 
resolve weakened when a later attempt to subdue the city 
was frustrated by the foresight of Grcin. It became 
obvious to the Archbishop that force was unavailing, fur 
the majority of ail classes were on the side of liberty, and 
were likely to remain so while Hermann Grcin was at 
their head. So he made up his mind to accomplish by 
means of strategy the death of the good old man. 

Now there were in the monastery close by Cologne two 
canons who shared Engelberts hatred of Grein, and who 
were only too witling to share in his revenge. And the 
pian was indeed a cunning one. Belonging to a small 
collection of animals attached to the monastery was a 
fit:ret bon. which hud more than once proved a convenient 
mode of removing the Church's enemies. So it was 
arranged that the Burgomaster should be asked to meet 
the Archbishop there. The latter sent a suave message 
to I vis enemy saying that he desired to treat with him 
on matters connected with the civic privileges, which lie 
was disposed to restore to the city, with a few small 
exceptions. This being the case, would the Burgomaster 
consent to dine with him at the monast(.T¥ on a certain 
date f 


The Archbishop’s Lion 

The Burgomaster consented heartily, for he was a man 
to whom treachery’ was entirely foreign, and therefore not 
prone to suspect that vice in others ; nevertheless lie took 
the simple precautions of arming himself and making his 
destination known to his friends before he set out. When 
he arrived at the monastery resplendent in the rich 
garments countenanced by the fashion of the time, he 
was told that the Archbishop was in the garden. 

"Will you walk in our humble garden with his High¬ 
ness ? " the canons asked the Burgomaster, and he, a lover 
of nature, bade them lead the way, 

The garden was truly a lovely spot, gay with all manner 
ot tlowcrs and fruit; but Grein looked in vain for his host. 
"His Highness," said the wily canons, "is in the private 
garden, where only the heads of the Church and their most 
honoured guests are admitted. Ab. here we are J Enter, 
noble Burgomaster; we may go no farther/ 1 
With that they stopped before a strong iron-bound door, 
opened it, and thrust the old man insiile. In a moment 
the heavy door had swung to with a crash, and Grein 
found himself in a narrow, paved court, with high, 
unscalable walls on every side. And from a dark corner 
there bounded forth to meet him a huge Jiont With a 
pious prayer for help the Burgomaster drew his sword, 
wrapped his rich Spanish mantle round bis left arm, and 
prepared to defend himself against his adversary. With 
a roar the lion was upon him, but with wonderful agility 
the old man leapt to one side. Again the great beast 
sprang, endeavouring to get the man's head between its 
jaws. Again and again Grein thrust valiantly, and in 
one of these efforts his weapon reached the lion's heart 
and it rolled over, dead. Weak and exhausted from loss 
of blood, the Burgomaster lost consciousness. 
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Ere long he was roused from his swoon by fhe awe-inspir¬ 
ing tones of the alarm-bell and the sound of a multitude 
of voices. A moment later be recalled his terrible 
struggle with the lion, and uttered a devout thanksgiving 
for his escape from deaLh, 

Meanwhile the people, growing anxious at his prolonged 
absence, and fearing that some ill had befallen him, had 
hastened to the monastery. The two canons, seeing the 
approaching crowd, ran out to meet them, wringing their 
hands and exclaiming that the Burgomaster had strayed 
into the Hon s den and there met his death. The angry 
crowd, in nowise deceived by their pretences, demanded 
to be shown the lion's den. Arrived there, they broke 
down the door and, to their great joy, found Groin alive, 
though wounded and much shaken, they bore him triunv 
phandy through the town, first crowning his hastily im¬ 
provised Utter with flow r ers and laurels. 

As for the monks, their priestly garb could not protect 
their persons from the wrath of the mob, and they were 
hanged at the gate of the monastery, which thereafter 
became known as the 4 Priests' Gate,' 

7'he IVkite Horses 

1 lie year 1440 was a memorable one throughout Germany, 

for the great plague raged with fearful violence, leaving 
blanks in many families hitherto unvisited by death. 
Among the victims was Kichmodis, the beloved wife of 
Sir Aducht of Cologne, who deeply mourned her loss. 
The lady was buried with a valuable ring—her husband’* 
gift upon her finger; this excited the cupidity of the 
sextons, who, resolved to obtain possession of it, opened 
the tomb in the night and wrenched off the coffin-lid, 

I heir difficulties, however, were not at an end, for when 
t iS 
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they tried to possess themselves of the ring it resolutely 
adhered lo the linger of the corpse. 

Suddenly, to [heir horror, the dead body gently raised 
itself, with a deep sigh, as though the soul of Ricbmodis 
regarded this symbol of wifely duty as sacred, and would 
resist the efforts of the thieves to take it from her, 

The dark and hollow eyes opened and met those of the 
descent tors, and a threatening light seemed to come from 
them. At Lhis ghastly sight the terrified sextons tied in 
abject panic. 

Kiehmodis recovered by degrees, and gradually realizing 
where she was, she concluded that she must have been 
buried while alive, I n her terror she cried aloud for help. 
But nobody could hear her; it was the lone hour of mid¬ 
night, when all nature reposes. 

Summoning strength, she resolved to make an effort logo 
to the husband who had placed the ring upon her finger, 
and getting out of the coffin, she made her way shivering 
toward their home. 

The wind moaned dismally through the trees, and their 
foliage cast dark, spectral shadows that swayed fitfully to 
and fro in the weird light of the waning moon as Rich- 
modis staggered along feebly, absorbed in the melancholy 
thoughts which her terrible experience suggested. 

Not a sound, save die soughing of the wind, was heard 
within God s peaceful acre, for over the wrecks of I ime 
Silence lay motionless in the arms of Death, 

The moon s pale rays illumined the buildings when Rich- 
mod is arrived at her house in the New Market. She 
knocked repeatedly, but at first received no response to 
her summons. After a time Sir Aducht opened the win 
dow and looked out, annoyed at the disturbance at such 
an hour. 
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i lc was about to apeak angrily when the apparition looked 
up at him with a tender regard of love and asked him to 
descend quickly and open the door to receive his wife, 
nearly exhausted by cold and terror, The bereaved hus¬ 
band refused to believe that the wife whom lie had just 
buried had come back to him. and he declared that he 
would as soon expect his horses to climb upstairs as 
believe that his dead wife could return to him alive. 

He had hardly uttered the words when the trampling ol 
his two horses on the staircase was distinctly heard. ° A 
moment or two later he looked from the casement and 
saw the steeds at an upper window, and he could doubt 
no longer. Rushing to the door, lie received his shivering 
wife into his arms. The ring she still wore would have 
removed ail doubts had there been room for such, 
Husband and wife spent many years together in domestic 
happiness, and in memory of that remarkable night Sir 
Aducht fixed wooden effigies of two horses' heads to the 
outside of the window, where they still remain for all 
to see. 

Tfie Magic Banquet 

Another interesting tale of Cologne deals with the famous 
magician and alchemist, Albertus Magnus, who at one 
tjmc d welt in the convent of the Dominicans, not far from 
that city, ft is recorded that on one occasion, in the 
depth of winter. Albertus invited William of Holland to 
a feast which was to be held in the con vent garden. The 
recipients of the curious invitation. William and his 
courtiers, were naturally much amazed at the terms 
thereof, but decided not to lose the opportunity of 
attending such a novel banquet. 

In due course they arrived at the monastery, where all 
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was in readiness for the feast, the tables being laid amid 
the snow. The guests had fortified themselves against 
the severe weather by wearing their warmest clothing and 
furs. No sooner had they taken their seats, however, 
than Albert us. exercising the magic powers he possessed, 
turned the wintry garden into a scene of summer bloom 
and loveliness. The heavy furs were laid aside, and tilt- 
guests were glad to seek the shade of the spreading 
foliage, iced drinks were brought to allay their thirst, 
and a sumptuous banquet was provided by their hosts; 
thus the hours passed unheeded, till the Ave Maria was 
rung by the convent-belt. Immediately the spell was 
broken, and once more snow and ice dominated the scene. 
! he courtiers, who had rid themselves of as much of their 
clothing as court etiquette would permit, shivered in the 
bitter blast, and looked the very’ picture of blank amaze- 
ment—so much so that William forgot his own suffering 
and laughed heartily at the discomfiture of his train. 

This story has a quaint sequel To show his approval of 
the magic feat William granted to the convent a piece 
of land of considerable extent in the neighbourhood of 
Cologne, and sent some of his courtiers to present the 
deed of gift. The hospitable prior, anxious that the 
members of the deputation should be suitably entertained, 
drew from the well-furnished cellars of Lhe monastery 
some choice Rhenish, which so pleased the palates of the 
courtiers that they drank and drank and did not seem to 
know when to stop, At length the prior, beholding with 
dismay the disappearance of his finest vintage, privately 
begged tbc magician to put a stop to this drain on the 
resources of his cellar, AJbertus consented, and once 
more the wine-cups were replenished. Imagine the 
horror of the courtiers when each beheld ghastly dames 
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issuing from bb cup I In their dismay they seized hold 
of one another and would not let go* 

Only when the phenomenon had disappeared did they 
discover that each held his neighbour by the nose! and 
such was their chagrin at being seen in this unconventional 
pose that they quitted the monaster)’ without a word, and 
never entered it again. 

Trucnfels 

At a place called T ruenfcls, near the Oelberg, and not very 
far from Cologne, there lived at one time in the Middle 
Ages a knight named Sir Balther. H is schloss was known 
as The Mount, and there dwelt with hint here his only 
daughter, Li ha. whose great beauty had won lor her a vast 
entourage of suitors. Each was equally importunate, but 
only one was in any way favoured. Sir Sibert Ulenthal, 
and at the time the story opens this Sir Sibert had lately 
become affianced to Sir Gaither's daughter. 

Now Sir Balther felt an ardent aversion to one of his 
neighbours, the Bishop of Cologne, and his hatred of this 
prelate was shared abundantly by various other knights 
and nobles of the district. One evening it chanced a 
body of these were gathered together at The Mount; 
and after Rhenish had circulated Freely among them and 
loosened their tongues, one and all began to vent wrath 
on the ill-starred Churchman, talking volubly of his avarice 
and misdeeds tn general. But why, cried one of them, 
should they be content with so tame a thing as scurrilous 
speech ? Were not men of the sw r ord more doughty than 
men of the robe ? he added ; and thereupon a wild shout 
was raised by the revellers, and they swore that they 
would sally forth instantly and slay him whom they all 
loathed so passionately. 
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It happened that, even as they set out. tile bishop was 
returning from a visit to a remote part of his diocese; 
and being wholly unprepared to cope with a gang of 
desperadoes like these, he fell an easy prey to their attack. 
But the Church in medieval days did not take acts of 
this sort passively, ami the matter being investigated, 
and it transpiring that The Mount had been the rallying 
ground of the murderers, ;t band of troops was sent to 
rare Sir BnJther's castle and slay its inmates. The news, 
meanwhile, reached Lhe fair Ltba's ft anti. Sir Sibert. 
and knowing well that, in the event of The Mount being 
stormed by the avenging party, death or an equally terrible 
fate might befall his betrothed, the lover felt sad indeed 
He hastened to the King and implored his intervention . 
on this being refused, he proposed that he himself should 
join the besiegers, at the same time carrying with him a 
royal pardon for Liba, for what concern had she with her 
father’s crimes? Ilis Majesty was persuaded to give the 
requisite document to Sir Sibert, who then hied him at 
full speed to The Mount, there to find the siege going 
forward. The walls of the castle were strong, and as yet 
the inmates were showing a good fight ; but as day after 
day went [last their strength and resources began to wane, 
and anon it seemed as though they could not possibly hold 
out lunger. Accordingly the soldiers redoubled their 
efforts to effect a breach, which being compassed ulti¬ 
mately, they rushed upon the little, garrison ; and now 
picture the consternation of Liba when she found that her 
own lover was among the assailants of her home! Amid 
the din of battle lie called to her loudly, once and again, 
telling her that he carried a royal pardon for her. and that 
all she had to do was to forsake her father and lollow her 
betrothed instead. But in the din ol battle she did not 
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hear, or mistook the tenor of his words ; and ere he could 
make himself understood the garrison of the castle began 
to yield, and a moment later the building was In Haines, 
Many of the besieged were burnt to death, but Liba and 
her father hastened to a little chamber at the base of the 
schloss, and thence they won to a subterranean passage 
which was known only to themselves, and which led to a 
distant place in the surrounding wilds. 

Gazing at the blackened ruins. Sir Sibert felt as though 
henceforth the world held for him no joy whatsoever He 
refused to be comforted, so convinced wits he that Liba 
had perished in the terrible fray; but one stormy evening, 
wandering in the neighbourhood of the castle, he perceived 
two figures who seemed to him familiar. True, both were 
and tattered, but as he drew near to them the 
knight s pulses quickened of a sudden, for he knew that 
his beloved stood before him. Would she listen to him 
now? he wondered; or would she still imagine him 
perfidious, and scorn the aid which he offered? While 
he was debating whb himsdt the storm increased, and 
the great peals of thunder sounding overhead made the 
lovers heart beat faster. He drew the all-important 
document from within his doublet and approached the 
pair. " Heart of my heart" . . , the words faltered to 
Sir Sibert s lips, but he got no further; a great flash 
of lightning descended from on high, and lo! Sir Balther 
and Liba lay stricken in death. 

1 he broken-hearted lover built a chapel on the spot where 
his betrothed had fallen, and here he dwelt till the end of 
his days. It would seem, nevertheless, that those pious 
exercises wherewith hermits ch icily occupy themselves 
were not his only occupation ; for long after the chapel 
itself had become a mitt its sight was marked by a great 
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stone which bore an inscription in rude characters “the 
single word “ Liba,” Doubtless Sir Sibert had hewn this 
epitaph with his own hands. 

Roiandstch and Nonnenwerth 

The castle of Roland seek stands opposite Drachenfds. 

Below them, on an island in the Rhine, is the convent of 

Nonnenwerth. 

Roland, Charlemagne's nephew, whose fame had spread 
throughout the world, while riding one day on the hanks 
of the Rhine, sought the hospitality of cite Lord of 
Drachenfds, 

Honoured at receiving such a distinguished guest, the 
lord of the castle hastened to welcome him. 

The ladies gave the brave knight as cordial a reception 
as their lord, whose charming daughter seemed deeply 
impressed by the visitor's knightly deportment Rolands 
admiring glances lingered lovingly on the fair maid, who 
blushed in sweet confusion, and whose tender looks alone 
betrayed the presence of Cupid, who but waited for an 
opportunity to manifest his power. 

At his host's bidding Roland put off bis armour, but even 
in his own room a vision of maidenly beauty haunted him, 
Lbercby showing how subtly the young girls charms had 
wound themselves around the knight's heart. 

Roland remained for some time with the Lord of Drachen- 
fels, fascinated more and more by the grace and beauty 
of his winsome daughter. Besides being beautiful, she 
was a clever needlewoman, and he admired the dexterity 
with which she embroidered ornamental designs on 
damask. 

(July when asked by her to relate some deeds of daring, 
-ir describe the wondrous countries through which he had 
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triivcllcd, wou.d Roland bccotnc eloquent. 1 hen he ^rew 
enthusiastic, his cheeks glowed, his eyes sparkled, and 
the enamoured maid would reyard her hero with admira¬ 
tion, She evinced a lively interest in his exploits, their 
eyes would meet, then with a throbbing breast she would 
resume her work by his side. From this blissful dream 
Roland was summoned to the wars again. 

The brave soldier prepared to depart, but he realized 
the joys he must renounce. Once more he visited the 
favourite haunts where they had spent such happy 
moments, 1 he sound of someone weeping aroused him 
from his reverie, and lie beheld his lady dove seated in 
an arbour, sobbing bitterly. Each knew the grief which 
separation must bring. Roland consoled the maiden by 
promising to return soon, nevermore to pan. Only her 
tears betrayed how deeply the arrow of the wtng&i god 
bad sunk into her heart, 

A few days later they were betrothed, after which Roland 
departed in quest of glory. Many victories were gained 
by him, and soon the enemy was vanquished. Rejoicings 
were held to celebrate the event 

But at Drachenfels Castle sad faces and tearful eyes told 
a tale of sorrow, for it had been announced that Roland 
was dead. The maid's rosy cheeks grew pale with grief; 
nothing could console her; for was not her hero departed 
from her for ever? 

In the intensity of her anguish she sought relief in prayer 
and found a refuge in religion. She entered the convent 
at Noimenwerih, resolved to dedicate her life to Heaven, 
since the joys of earth had Fled. 

Her afllieied parents reluctantly acquiesced in this pro¬ 
posal. Daily they beheld their daughter waving her hand 
to them as she entered the chapel 
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Suddenly there appeared before the gales of Drachen falsa 
iroop of cavaliers, whose armour shone brilliantly in the 
sun* Roland had returned home from the wars, crowned 
with glory, to claim his bride* But when he heard that 
she had taken the veil his buoyant spirits sank. The 
Lord of Drachenfels told him that they had believed the 
report of his death to be true. 

A cry of despair broke from the hero of a hundred fights. 
He crossed the Rhine to the castle of Rolandseck. where 
he remained for many weeks, abandoned to grief. 
Frequently he looked toward the convent which held his 
beloved. One evening he heard the bells tolling and saw 
a funeral procession of nuns carrying a coffin to the 
chapel* His page told him Lhat his love was dead, but 
Roland had already divined that she who had mourned his 
supposed death had died through grief for him who was 
still alive to mourn her death. 

Time rolled on and Roland wen: again to the wars and 
achieved greater conquests, but at length he fell fighting 
against the Moors at Koncevaux, dying on the battlefield 
as he had wished. His valorous deeds and his glorious 
death were sung by minstrels throughout all Christendom, 
and his fame will never die. 


LEGENDS OF AIX LA-CHAPELLE 
Aix-la-Chapclle was the ancient seat of the Empire of 
Charlemagne, and many legends cluster around it, several 
of which have already been noticed in connexion with its 
great founder. The following legends, however, deal with 
the town itself, and not with any circumstance connected 
with the mighty Karl. 
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The Hunchbacked Musician 

In Aix-la-Chape]le dwelt two hunchbacked musicians, 
Frledel was a lively fellow with a pleasant face and an 
engaging manner, Heinz had red hair, green eyes, and 
a malevolent expression. Friedel was a better player than 
Heinz ; that, combined with his agreeable looks, made 
him a general favourite. 

Friedel loved Agathe, the daughter of a rich wine-mer- 
chanL The lovers' prospects were not encouraging, for 
Agathe s father sought a son-in-law from higher circles. 
The poor musician’s plight was rendered desperate by the 
wine-merchant compelling his daughter to accept a rich 
but dissipated young man. When the hunchback ap¬ 
proached the merchant to declare his feelings toward the 
maiden, he was met with derision and insult. Full of 
bitterness, he wandered about, till midnight found him in 
the fish-market, where the Witches’ Sabbath was about to 
take place. A weird light was cast over everything, and 
a crowd of female figures quickly gathered, A lady who 
seemed to be at the head of the party offered the hunch¬ 
back refreshment, and others handed him a violin, desiring 
him to play for them, Friedel played, and the witches 
danced; faster and faster, for the violin was bewitched. 
At last the violinist fell exhausted, and the dancing ceased* 
The lady now commanded him to kneel and receive the 
thanks of the company for his beautiful playing. Then 
she muttered strange words over the kneeling hunch¬ 
back. 

When Friedel arose his hump was gone, 

just then the clock struck one, everything vanished, and 

the musician found himself alone in the market-place. 

Next morning his looking-glass showed him that he had 
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not been dreaming, and in his pocket he found a large 
sum of money, which made him the equal of the richest 
in the town. Overjoyed at the transformation, he lost no 
time in seeking Agathe’s house. The sight of his gold 
turned the scale in, his favour, and the wine-merchant 
consented to his suit. 

Now Heinz was inflamed with jealousy, and tried to calum¬ 
niate his companion by spreading evil stories, Friedel's 
strange adventure leaked abroad, and Heinz determined 
to try his fortune 1 ike wise. So at the next witch-meeting 
he hastened to the fish-market, whereat the outset every¬ 
thing happened in exactly the same manner. Heinz was 
requested to play, but his avaricious gaze was fixed on 
the golden vessels on the [able, and his thoughts were 
with the large reward he would ask. Consequently his 
playing became so discordant that [he indignant dancers 
made him cease. 

Kneeling down to receive his reward, he demanded the 
valuable drinking-cups, whereupon with scornful and 
mocking words the lady who was the leader of the band 
fixed on his breast the hump she had taken from Friedcl. 
Immediately the clock struck one, and all disappeared. 
The poor man's rage was boundless, for ho found himself 
now saddled w ith two humps, t le became an object of 
ridicule to the townsfolk, but Friedcl pitied him, anti 
maintained him ever after. 

The Legend of the Cathedral of Aix-fe-Ckafietfc 

In former times the zealous and devout inhabitants of 
Aix-Ia-Chflpelle determined to build a cathedral. Fur six 
months the clang of the hammer and axe resounded with 
wonderful activity, hut, alas! the money which had been 
supplied by pious Christians for this holy work became 
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exhausted, the wages of the masons were perforce sus- 
pended, and with them their desire to hew and hammer, 
(or, after all. men must have money wherewith to Teed 
their families. 

Thus the cathedra! stood, half finished, resembling a 
falling ruin. Moss, grass, and wild parsley flourished in 
the cracks of the walls, screech-owls already discovered 
convenient places for their nests, and amorous sparrows 
hopped lovingly about where holy priests should have 
been teaching lessons of chastity. 

The builders were con founded. They endeavoured to bor¬ 
row here and there, but no rich man could be induced to 
advance the large sum required. The collections from 
house to house produced little, so that instead of the 
much-wished-for golden coins nothing was found in the 
boxes but copper. When the magistracy received this 
report they were out of humour, and looked with despond¬ 
ing countenances toward the cathedral walls, as lathers 
look Upon the remains of favourite children. 

At thss moment a stranger of commanding figure and 
something of pride in his voice and bearing entered the 
council chamber and exclaimed:“ Bon Diiut it is said that 
you are out of spirits. Hem I if nothing but money is 
wanting, you may console yourselves, gentlemen. 1 pos¬ 
sess mines of gold and silver, and both can and will most 
willingly supply you with a ton of them," 

The astounded magistrates sat like a row ol pillars, 
measuring the stranger from head to foot. The Burgo¬ 
master first found his tongue. '* Who are you, noble 
lord, said he, ‘'that thus, entirely unknown, speak of 
tons of gold as though they were sacks of beans? Tell 
US your name, your rank in this world, and whether you 
are sent from the regions above to assist us.’* 
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"I have not the honour to reside there,*' replied the 
stranger, "and, between ourselves, I beg most particularly 
U* he no longer troubled with questions concerning who 
and what f am. Suffice it to say 1 have gold plentiful as 
summer hay! " Then, drawing forth a leathern pouch, 
i;t proceeded: "This little purse contains the tenth of 
what HI give. The rest shall soon be forthcoming. Now 
listen, my masters," continued he, clinking the coin; "all 
this trumpery is and shall remain yours if you promise to 
give me the first little soul that enters the door of the 
new temple when it is consecrated." 

The astonished magistrates sprang from their scats as if 
they had been shot up by an earthquake and rushed 
pell-mell into the farthest corner of the room, where they 
rolled and dung to each other like lambs frightened at 
flashes ofliglitning. Only one of the party had not entirely 
lost his wits, and he collected his remaining senses and. 
drawing his head out of the heap, uttered boldly: "Avaunt, 
thou wicked spirit 1*’ 

But tlie stranger, who was no less a person than Master 
Id dan, laughed at them, " What’s all this outcry about ?" 
said lie at length, "Is my offence so he inous that you are 
all become like children ? It is 1 that may suffer from 
this business, not you. With my hundredsand thousands 
I have not far to run to buy A score of souls. Of you I 
ask but one in exchange for all my money. What arc you 
picking at straws for? One may plainly see you arc a 
mere set of humbugs! For the good of the common¬ 
wealth (which high-sounding name is often borrowed for 
all sorts of purposes) many a prince would instantly con¬ 
duct a whole army to be butchered, and you refuse one 
single man for that purpose! Fie I 1 am ashamed, G 
over wise counsellors, to hear you reason thus absurdly 
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and citizen-like. What, do you think to deprive your¬ 
selves of the kernel of your people by granting my 
wish? Oh. no m , there your wisdom is quite m fault, for, 
depend on it, hypocrites are always the earliest church 
birds.” 

By degrees, as the cunning fiend thus spoke, the magi¬ 
strates took courage and whispered in each other's ears: 
" What is the use of our resisting? The grim Jion will 
only show his teeth once. If we don't assent, we shall 
infallibly be packed off ourselves. I t is better, therefore, 
to quiet him directly.” 

Scarcely had Lhcy given effect to this nrw disposition 
and concluded the bargain when a swarm of purses flew 
into the room through doors and windows. Urian now 
took leave, but he stopped at the door and called out with 
a grim leer: "Count it over again for fear i may have 
cheated you." 

The hellish gold was piously expended in finishing the 
cathedral, but nevertheless, when the building was com 
pitted, splendid though it w.is, the whole town was filled 
with fear and alarm at the sight of tL The fact was that, 
although the magistrates had promised by bond and oath 
not to trust the secret to anybody, one had prated to his 
wife, and she had made it a market-place talc, so that one 
and all declared they would never set foot within the walls. 
The terrified council now consulted the clergy, but the 
good priests hung their heads. At last a monk cried out i 
" A thought strikes me. I he wolf which has so long 
ravaged the neighbourhood of our town was this morning 
taught alive. I his will be a wo 11 -merited punishment for 
the destroyer of our docks ; let him be east to the devil in 
the fiery gulf. 1 is possible the arch hell-hound may not 
relish this breakfast, yet, nolfns voiexs. he must swallow it. 
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You promised him certainly a soul, but whose was not 
decidedly specified." 

1 monk's plan was plausible, and the magistrates deter¬ 
mined to put the cunning trick into execution. The day 
of consecration arrived. Orders were given to bring the 
wolf to the principal entrance of the cathedral, and just as 
the bdis began to ring, the trap-door of the cage was 
opened and the savage beast darted out into the nave of 
the empty church. Master Urian from his lurking-place 
beheld this consecration-offering with the utmost fur)': 
burning with cholcrai being thus deceived, he raged like a 
tempest, and finally rushed forth, slamming the brass gate 
so violently after him that the ring cracked in twain. 
This fissure commemorates the priest’s victory over the 
devices of the Devil, and is still exhibited to travellers 
who visit the cathedral. 

A Legend of Bonn 

The city of Bonn is one of the most beautiful of all those 
situated on the hanks of the Rhine, and being the birth¬ 
place of no less celebrated a composer than Beethoven, it 
naturally attracts a goodly number of pilgrims every year, 
these coming from many distant lands to do homage at 
the shrine of genius. But Bonn and its neighbourhood 
have older associations than this—associations which 
carry the mind of the traveller far into the Middlc Ages— 
for hard by the town is Rolandseck ; while a feature of 
the district is the SkbiTigcbirgt (Seven Mountains), a 
fine serried range of peaks which present a very imposing 
appearance w’hen viewed from any of the heights over¬ 
looking Bonn itself, and which recall a justly tamous 
legend. 

This storv tells that in the thirteenth century there lived 
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at a castle in the bean of these mountains a nobleman 
called Wolfram Herzog von Bergendurf; and being no 
I ree hooter like most of the other German barons of the 
time, but a man ol very pious disposition, he was moved 
during the prime of his life to forsake bis home and join 
a body of crusaders. Reaching Palestine after a pro¬ 
tracted journey* these remained there for a long time. 
Wolfram fighting gallantly in every fray and making his 
name a terror to the Saracens, But the brave crusader 
was wounded eventually, and now he set out for Germany, 
thirsting all the way for a sight of his beloved Si*b*n- 
gt&ivgc, and dreaming of the wind-swept schloss which 
was his home. As he drew nearer to it be pictured the 
welcome which ins fond Herzogin would give him, but 
scarcely had the drawbridge been lowered to admit film 
to his castle ere a fell piece of news was imparted to 
him. In short, it transpired that his wife Flisc had been 
unfaithful to him during his absence and, on hearing 
that be was returning, had fled precipitately with her 
infant son. It was rumoured that she had found refuge 
in a convent, but \\ nil rain was rjuite unable to ascertain 
his wife's w hereabouts, the doors of all nunneries being 
impassable to men j while even the joy of revenge was 
denied him. for, try as he might, ht could not find out the 
name of the person who had wronged him. So the 
Herzog was broken-hearted, and he vowed that hence 
Torth he would live a solitary life within his castle, 
spending his time in prayer and seeing only his own 
retainers. 

I'i<r many years this vow was piously observed, and 
VV oifram never stirred abroad. J n course of time, however, 
lie began to chafe at the restraint, feeling it the more 
acutely because he was an old soldier and had known the 
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excitement of warfare; and so it came about that he 
revoked his decision and began to travel about the 
country ;is of old. It scented also, to some of his hench¬ 
men, that he was gradually becoming more like his tor liter 
self, and they sometimes said among themselves that he 
would marry again and had quite forgotten his wrongs. 
But the very reverse was the truth, and if V, oil ram was 
growing more cheerful, it was because new hopes of 
retribution were springing up tn his heart. The chance 
would come, he often told himself ; surely Lkc fates would 
one day confront him with his wife's lover! And one 
day, as he rode through the village of Gudesbtirg, these 
revengeful thoughts were uppermost in his mind. They 
engrossed him wholly, and he took little heed of tie 
passers-by; but an unexpected stumble on the part ot hss 
horse caused him to look up, and of a sudden ms eyes 
biased like live coals. Here, walking only a few yards 
away from him, was a youth who bore an unmistakable 
resemblance to the unfaithful Elise; and dismounting 
instantly, the Herzog strode up to the stranger, hailed 
him loudlv. and proceeded to question him concerning Ins 
identity. The youth was surprised at the anger expressed 
on the elder man’s countenance; and being overawe , ic 
answered ail questions without hesitation, unfddfj« 
little he knew about his parentage. Nor had \V oljra "\ s 
instincts deceived him; the tale he heard toutirin is» 
suspicions, and drawing his sword, he slew the youth m 
cold blood, denying him even a moment m which to repeat 

A nKt’™ still ending by the «md at Cute 
burg* is said to mark the place ^ hr.it; t il 1 a Vj ' „ s 
unoffending young mad met his doom, tossiblyth 
was erected by Wolfram himself because he experienced 
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remorse, and fell that lie had lieen unduly hasty in taking 
life: Uu be thai as it may, the story con eludes bv asserting 
that the Herzog once more vowed that he would spend 
the rest of his days in solitude and prayer, and that 
henceforth to the end his vow remained unbroken* 

The Treasure-seeker 

This is a picturesque tale of the consequences of wealth 
attained by the aid of the supernatural which hangs about 
the ancient village of Endenich, near Bonn, where at 
the end of the seventeenth century there dwelt a certain 
sheriff and his son, Konrad, who was a locksmith by 
trade. I hey were pour and had lost everything in the 
recent wars, which had also ruined Herbert, another 
sheriff, who with his daughter, the beautiful Gretehm 
eked out a frugal but peaceful existence in the same 
neighbourhood. The two young people fell in love with 
each other, but Gretcht-n s father, becoming suddenly and 
mysteriously very rich and arrogant withal, desired a 
wealthy or highly placed official as his sun-in-Iaw and not 
a poor lad with no expectations such as Konrad the lock¬ 
smith, The lovers were therefore compelled to meet in 
secret, and it was on one of these occasions that Hcribert. 
surprising them together, attacked Konrad and felled him 
to the ground in his rage that he should dare to approach 
his daughter, 

Spurred by his love and knowing that he could never 
hope to win Crotchet! without wealth, the unhappy youth 

decided to barter lor gold the only possession left to him 
—his soul. 

Now there lived in the churchyard a Lapp wizard who 
made such bargains; so in the dead of night Konrad 

took his way to this dreadful and Uttfrequented spot and 
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exhorted the sorcerer to come forth. At the third cry a 
terrible apparition appeared and demanded to know his 
wishes, to which the terrified Konrad could only reply ■ 
“Gold." Thereupon the sorcerer led the way deep into 
a forest and, pointing mysteriously to a certain spot, 
disappeared. At this spot Konrad found a chest full of 
gold and silver corns, and returning to Bonn, he bought A 
house the splendour of which surpassed that of Heribcrt, 
who could no longer refuse his daughter to so wealthy a 
suitor. 

The young wife tried all her arts to solve the mystery of 
her husband's wealth, and he was at length about to reveal 
it to her when he was suddenly arrested and thrown mi'.’ 
prison. Here he was put to torture by the .authorities, 
who suspected him of robbery, and at length he confessed 
that he hud found a treasure, while to his wife lie confided 
the gruesome details, all of which were overheard by his 
jailers. 

He was released, but almost immediately re-arrested oil 
the suspicion that he had killed a Jew named Abraham, 
who had amassed great sums during the wars as a spy, 
Tortured again, in his extremity he confessed to the 
murder and named Heribcrt as his accomplice, where¬ 
upon both men were sentenced to be hanged, just as this 
doom was about to be carried out a Jew* who had arrived 
from a far country hurriedly forced his way through the 
crowd. It was Abraham, who had returned in time 
to save the innocent. 

But hb sin did not pass unpunished* lor Konrad died 
childless ; he berjuealhed his wealth to the Church ant 
charities, in expiation of his sin of having attained wealth 
by the aid of an evil spirit. 
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The Miller's Maid of Udorf 

Udorf is a little village on the left bank of the Rhine, not 
far from the town of Bonn, and at no great distance from 
tt stands a lonely mill, to which attaches the following 
story of a woman's courage and resourcefulness. 
Hannchen was tile millers servant-maid, a buxom young 
woman who had been in his service for a number of years, 
and of whose faithfulness both he and his wife were 
assured. 

One Sunday morning the miller and his wife had gone 
with their elder children to attend mass at the neighbour¬ 
ing village of HerseL leaving Hannchen at the mill in 
charge of the youngest child, a boy of about five years of 
age. 

On the departure of the family for church Hannchen 
busied herself in preparing d inner, but had scarcely com¬ 
menced her task ere a visitor entered the kitchen. This 
was no other than her sweetheart, Heinrich, whom she 
had not seen for some time, Indeed, he had earned so 
bad a reputation as a loafer and an idle good-for-nothing 
that the miller, as much on 1 lan n chen's account as on his 
own, had forbidden him the house, Hannchen. however, 
received her lover with undisguised pleasure, straightway 
set food before him, and sat down beside him for a chat, 
judging that the millers dinner was of small consequence 
compared with her ill-used Heinrich! The latter ate 
heartily, and toward the end of the meal dropped his 
knife, as though by accident, 

" Pick that up, my girl," said he, 

Hannchen protested good-humouredly, hut obeyed none 
th<± less. As she stooped to the Hour Heinrich seized her 
by the neck and held another knife to her throat. 
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" Now, girl, show me where your master keeps his money," 
liegrowkd hoarsely. " Ifyou value vour life, make haste." 
" Lei me go and I'll tell you," gasped Hannchen; and 
when he had loosened his grip on her throat she looked at 
him calmly, 

“Don’t make such a fuss about it. Heinrich," she said 
pleasantly. “ If you take my master's money, you must 
take me too, for this will be no place for me. Will you 
take me with you, Heinrich?" 

The hulking fellow was taken completely off his guard by 
her apparent acquiescence, and touched by her desire to 
accompany him, which he attributed, with die conceit of 
his kind, to his own personal attractions. 

'* If 1 find the money, you shall come with me. I lanitcben,” 
he conceded graciously. " But if you play me false ——" 
The sentence ended with an expressive motion of his knife, 
“ Very well, then," said the maid " The money is in 
master’s room. Come and 1 will show you where it is 
concealed." 

She led him in the miller’s room, .showed him the massive 
coffer in which lay her master’s wealth, and gave him a 
piece of iron w herewith to prise it open. 

" 1 will goto my own room," she said, “and gel my little 
savings, and then we shall be ready to go.' 

So she slipped away, and her erstwhile sweetheart set to 
work on the miller's coffer. 

“The villain!" said Hannchen to herself when she was 
outside the room. " Now 1 know that master was right 
when he said that Heinrich was no fit suitor to come 
courting me. 1 

With that she slammed the door to and turned the key, 
shutting the thief in a room as secure as any prison-cell 
lie threatened and iutplured her, but Hannchen was 
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deaf to oaths and entreaties alike. Outside she found 
the millers son playing happily, and called him to her. 
“Go to father as quickly as you can, 1 she said, putting 
hint on the road to Hei*sl. “You will meet him down 
there. Tell him there is a thief in the mill." 

I he child ran as fast as his little legs would carry him, 
but ere he had gone many yards a shrill whistle sounded 
from the barred window behind which Heinrich was 
imprisoned, 

Diethcr, shouted the robber loan accomplice in hiding, 

catch the child and come and stop this wench's mouth,' 1 
Hannchcn looked around for the person thus addressed, 
but no one was in sight, A moment later, however, 
Diethcr sprang up from a ditch, seized the frightened 
boy. and ran back toward the mill. The girl had but little 
time in winch to decide on a course of action. If she 
barricaded herself in the mill, might not the ruffian slay 
the child ? On the other hand, if she waited to meet him, 
she had no assurance that he would not kill them both, 
i?c« she retired to the mill. locked (he door, and awaited 
what fate had in store for her. In vain the robber 
threatened to kill the child and burn the mil! over her 
lead if she would not open to him at once. Seeing that 
his threats had no effect, he cast abuut fur some means of 
entering the mill His quick eye noted one unprotected 
point, an opening in the wall connected with the big mill 
wheel, a by no means easy mode of ingress. But, finding 
no oi icr ^a>. lie threw the frightened child on the grass 
and slipped through the aperture* 

Meanwhile Hannchen, who from the position of her 
upper window could not see what was going on. was 
pondering how she could attract the attention of the miller 
or any of ihur neighbours. At last she hit upon a plan, 
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It was Sunday and the mill was at rest. If she were to 
set the machinery in motion, the unusual sight of a mill 
at work on the day of rest would surely point to some 
untoward happening. Hardly had the idea entered her 
head ere the huge sails were revolving. At that very 
moment Dicther had reached the interior of the great 
drum-wheel, and his surprise and horror were unbounded 
when it commenced to rotate. It was useless to attempt 
to slop the machinery; useless, also, to appeal to Hannchen, 
Round and round he went, till at East he fell unconscious 
on the bottom of the engine, and still he went on rotating. 
As Hannchen had anticipated, the miller and his family 
w«re vastly astonished to see the mill in motion, and 
hastened home from church to learn the reason for this 
departure from custom. Some of their neighbours accom¬ 
panied them. In a few words Hannchen told them all 
that had occurred ; then her courage forsook her and she 
fainted in the arms oT the miller's eldest son, who had 
long been in love with her, and whom she afterward 
married. 

The robbers were taken in chains to Tionn, where for their 
many crimes they suffered the extreme penal Ly of the law. 

Rasebach and its Legend 

1 hr- quiet and peaceful valley of Hammerstein is one of 
the most beautiful in all Rhineland, yet, like many 
another lovely stretch of country, this valley harbours 
some gruesome tales, and among such there is one, its 
scene the village of Roscbaeh, which is of particular 
interest, as It is typical of the Middle Ages, and easts a 
light on the manner of life and thought common in those 
days. For many centuries there stood at this village of 
Roscbaeh a monastery, which no longer exists, and it was 
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probably one of its early abbots who first wrote down the 
legend, lor it is concerned primarily with the strange 
events which led to the founding and endowment of this 
religious house, and its whole tenor suggests the pen of a 
medieval cleric: 


[ n a remote and shadowy time there lived at Sdibss 
Kosebach a certain Otto. Count of Rcuss- Martin berg; of 
Mammcrstein ; and this Counts evil deeds had made him 
notorious far and near, while equally ill-finned was his 
favourite henchman, Rigtienbach by name, a man who 
had borne arms in the Crusades and had Jon« since 
renounced all belief in religion. This ruffian was con¬ 
stantly in attendance on his master, Otto; and one day. 
when the parr were riding along the high-road together, 
they chanced to espy a bewitching maiden who was 
makmy her way from a neighbouring village to the 
convent of U alsdorf, being minded to enter the novitiate 
there and eventually take the veil. The Count doffed 
us hat to the prospective nun, less because he wished to 
be courteous than because it was his habit to salute every 
wayfarer be encountered on his domain ; and iiiguenbach 
much amused by Otto's civility to one of low degree! 
buret tutu a loud laugh of derision and called after the 
maiden, telling her to come back. She obeyed his behest, 
and thereupon the two horsemen drew rein and asked tins 
damsel whither site was bound. " To U r alsdorf." she 
replied ; and though Otto himself would have let her go 

so'mtLi Y * !? crafty Rigucnbaeh was not 

so mmded. 7 here are many dangers in the way." he 

said to the girl; “if you push on now that evening is 

dmwmg near you may fall a prey to robbers or wolvc^ so 

Jhcre in I TCOmC '° lht;c:,stlc wilh Spend the night 
there, and continue your journey on the morrow.” Pleased 
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by the apparently friendly offer, and never dreaming of 
the fate in store for her, the girl willingly accepted^ihc 
invitation. That night the people around Schloss Roscbaeh 
heard piercing screams and wondered what new villainy 
was on loot, lint the massive stone walls kept their secret, 
and the luckless maiden never again emerged from the 
castle. 

For a time the Count's crime went unpunished, and about 
a year later he commenced paying his addresses to Elde- 
garda, a lady of noble birth. In due course the nuptials 
of the pair were celebrated. The bride had little idea 
what manner of man she had espoused, but she was 
destined to learn this shortly; for on the very night of 
their marriage an apparition rose between the two. 
‘Otto," cried the ghost in weird, sepulchral tones, 

1 alone am thy lawful spouse; through thee 1 lost all 
hopes of Heaven, and now 1 am come to reward thee for 
thy evil deeds." The Count turned livid with fear, and 
the blush on Eldegarda’s cheek faded to an ashen hue; 
but the spectre remained with them throughout the night. 
And night after night she came to them thus, till at Iasi 
Otto grew desperate am! summoned to his aid a Church¬ 
man who happened to be in the neighbourhood, the Abbot 
Hernard of Clairvaux. 

Now this Bernard enjoyed no small fame as a worker of 
miracles, but when Otto unfolded his case to him the 
Abbot declared straightway that no miracle would be 
justifiable in the present instance, and that only by repent* 
a nce and by complete renunciation of the world might 
the Count be released from his nightly menace. Otto 
hung jjj s head on hearing this verdict, and as he stood 
hesitating, pondering whether it were possible for him to 
forgo ail earthly joys, his old henchman, Rigucnbach. 
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chanced to enter, and learning his master's quandary, he 
laughed loudly and advised the Count to eject Bernard 
forcibly. The Abbot met the retainers mirth with a look 
of great severity, and on Riguenbach showing that he 
was still bent on insolence, the Churchman cried to hint; 

■ Get thee behind me, Satan"; whereupon a (lame of 
lightning darted suddenly across the chamber, and the 
man who had long aided and abetted the Count s wicked¬ 
ness was consumed to ashes. 

For a moment Otto stood aghast at the awful fate of his 
retainer: and now, beholding bow terrible a thing is 
divine vengeance, he began at last to feel truly repentant 
He consented to have his marriage annulled without delay, 
and even declared that he himself would become a monk. 
At the same time he counselled his wife to take the veil, 
and they parted, thinking never to sec each other again. 
But otic night, ere either of them had taken the irrevocable 
vows, the Virgin Mary appeared to Abbot Bernard and 
t'Aii him he had acted unwisely in parting the bride and 
bridegroom in this wise, for was not EJdegirda wholly 
innocent? The Churchman instantly returned to Otto's 
presence, and on the following day the Count and his 
wife were duly remarried. The newly found piety of the 
penitent found expression in the building and endowment 
rd a religious edifice upon his domains. 

So it was, then, that the Abbey of Rosebach was founded, 
and though the ruthless hand of time has Levelled its walls, 
the strange events to which they owed their being long 
ago are Still remembered and recited in the lovely vale of 
Hammerstein; for, though all human things must needs 
pensh, a good story long outlives them all. 


The Dancers of Ramersdorf 
The Dancers of Ramersdorf 

At Ramefsdorf every Sunday afternoon the lads and lasses 
of the hamlet gathered on the village green and danced 
gaily through the sunny hours. But wild prophecies of 
the coming end of the world, when the year 1000 
should break, were spreading throughout the countryside, 
and the spirit of fear haunted the people, so that music 
died away from their hearts and there was no more dancing 
on the village green. Instead they spent the hours praying 
in the church for divine mercy, and the Abbot of Lowen- 
burg was well ; leased. 

The dreaded year came an d went, yet the world had not 
ceased; the sun still rose and set, life went on just the 
same. So fear passed from the hearts of the people, and 
because they were happy again the young folk once more 
assembled to dance the Sundays away on the village green. 
But the abbot was wroth at this. When the music began 
hu appeared among the villagers, commanding them to 
cease from their revels and bethink themselves of the 
House of God. But the lads and lasses laughed, and the 
music went on as they footed it gaily. Then the abbot 
was angered ; he raised his hands to heaven and cursed 
the thoughtless crowd, condemning the villagers to dance 
there unceasingly for a year and a day. 

As they heard the dreadful words the young folk tried to 
stop, but their feet must needs go on to the endless music. 
Faster and faster in giddy round they went, day and night, 
rain and shine, throughout the changing seasons, until the 
last hours of the extra day. when they fell in a senseless 
heap in the hollow worn by their unresting feet, \\hen 
they awoke to consciousness ail reason had passed from 
them. To the day of their death they remained helpless 
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idiots. Henceforth the village green was deserted; no 
more were *een the lads and lasses dancing there on the 
Sabbath day. 

The Limenburg 

*1 edition asserts that on the summit of this mountain 
once stood a castle, of which, however, not the slightest 
trace can be found at the present day, Thera us also a 
story of the lord who dwelt there, Hermann von Heins, 
berg, with whom, for his sins, the direct line of the 
family became extinct. 

Graf Hermann was possessed by one overmastering pas¬ 
sion, that of the chase. The greater part of hfe life was 
spent in the dense forests which clothed the valleys and 
mountains about his castle, Hvery other interest must, 
perforce, stand aside. The cornfields, vineyards, and 
gardens of his vassals were oftentimes devastated in his 
sport, to the utter ruin of many. If any dared complain 
he laughed at or reviled them; but if he were in angry 
mood he set his hounds on them and hunted his vassals 
as quarry-, either killing them outright or leaving them 
terribly injured. Needless to say, he was well hated by 
these people, also by his own class, for his character 
was too fierce and overbearing even for their toler¬ 
ance, To crown his unpopularity. br> was under the Inn 
of the all-powerful Church, for saints’ days and Lord's 
Day .dike he hunted to his heart’s content, and once, 
on receiving a remonstrance, had threatened to hunt 
the Abbot of Heisterbach himself. So he lived, iso¬ 
lated, except for his troop of j&gcrs, from the rest of 
mankind. The forest was his world, his only friends the 
hounds. 

Once, on the eve of a holy festival, Hermann set out to 
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hunt in the ancient forest about the base of the Lowenburg 
In the excitement of the chase he outstripped his followers, 
his quarry disappeared, and, overtaken by night, his sur* 
roundings, in the dim light, took on such an unfamiliar 
aspect that he completely lost all sense of direction. Up 
and down he paced in unrestrained yet impotent anger, 
feeling that he was under some evil spell. Maddened by 
this idea, he endeavoured to hack his way through the 
thick undergrowth, but the matted boughs and dense 
foliage were as effectual as prison bars. He was trapped, 
he told himself, in some enchanted forest, for the place 
seemed more and more unfamiliar. He strove to bring 
hack some recollection of the spot, which sure!)' he must 
have passed a thousand times. But no-—he could not dis¬ 
tinguish any feature that seemed familiar. His spirits 
sank lower and lower, his strength seemed on the point of 
failing, his brain seemed to be on fire. Round and round 
he went like some trapped animal; then he threw himself 
madly upon a mass of tangled underwood and succeeded 
in breaking through to a more open space. 1 hts also 
seemed unfamiliar* and in the dim light of t e stars t e 
tall trees shut him in as if with towers of impenetrable 
shadow; silence seemed to lay everything under a spell 
of terror, ominous of coming evil. 

Wearied in body and mind. Hermann ihmg himself down 
on the sward and quickly fell asleep. But suddenly a 
plunging in the brushwood aroused him, and with the 
instinct or the huntsman he sprang up instantly, setting 
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spot whence proceeded the ominous sound, his spear 
poised, ready to strike. 

He was about to penetrate into the brushwood when sud¬ 
denly there emerged from it a majestic-looking man, who 
seemed as if hotly pursued. He was dressed in ancient 
garb, carrying a large crossbow in his right hand, A 
curvet! hunting-horn hung at his side, and an old-fashioned 
hunting-knife was stuck in his girdle. 

With a stately motion of the hand he waved Hermann 
aside, then he raised the horn to his lips and blew upon it 
a terrible blast so unearthly in sound that the forest and 
mountains sent back echoes like the cry of the lost, to 
which the hounds gave tongue with a howl of fear. As 
if in answer to the echoes, there suddenly appeared hun- 
dreds of skeleton stags, of enormous sire, each bestridden 
by a skeleton hunter. With one accord the ghostly riders 
spurred on ihdr steeds, which with lowered amlere ad 
yanced upon the stranger, who, with a scream for mercy. 

sought frenzied I y for some means of evading his grisly 
pursuers, h 6 ■ 

For the space of an hour the dreadful chase went on, 
Graf Hermann rooted to die spot with horror, overcome 
by a sense of helplessness. There in the centre he stood 
the pivot round which circled the infernal hunt, unable to 
stay the relentless riders as with bony hands rattling 
against their skeleton steeds they encouraged them to 
Charge, gore, and trample the hapless stranger, whose 
*"f ; 5 0X1) ' wcre <*»*«* h Y bricks of fiendish glee 

t r m C T» mg °\ wh ^ ,Sl ° vcr «™* at iMt 

h il^; COUnt fdl 5““*^’ hk *>*« dazed by the 
slid whirling spectres and their (lying quarry. 

\Vhen at last he slowly awaked from his swoon he looked 

arymd. fearing to sec again the hideous spectacle. AH 
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but the stranger, however, had vanished, Graf Hermann 
shuddered as he looked upon him. and only with diffi¬ 
culty could he summon sufficient courage to address 
him. Indeed, it was only after the unwonted action of 
crossing himself that ho could speak, 

“Who and what are you?" he asked in a hushed tone. 
But the stranger made no reply, except to sigh mournfully. 
Again the; count asked the question, and again received 
but a sigh for answer, 

"Then in the name of the Most High God I conjure you, 
speak 1" he said the third time. 

The stranger turned to him, as if suddenly released from 
bonds. 

*• By die power of God*s holy name the spell Is broken at 
last. Listen now to me I " 

He beckoned Hermann to his side and in strange, stem 
tones he related the following: 

“ I am your ancestor. Like you. i loved the chase beyond 
everything in life—beyond our holy faith or the welfare of 
any human being, man, woman, or child. To all that 
stood in my path I showed no mercy. There came a time 
when famine visited the land. The harvest was destroyed 
by blight and the people starved. In their extremity they 
broke into my forests; famished with hunger, they de¬ 
stroyed and carried off the game. Beside myself with 
rage, ] swore that they should suffer for it—that for every 
head of game destroyed I would exact a human fife. I 
kept my oath. Arming my retainers, servants, and hunts¬ 
men, I seized my presumptuous vassals in the dead of 
night, and dragging them to the castle, l Bung them into 
the deepest dungeons. There for three days I let them 
starve—for three days also I kept my hounds without 
food* Meantime my huntsmen had caught a great number 

M 9 


Hero Talcs Legends of the Rhine 

of the largest and strongest deer in the forests. At the 
end of three Jays the unfortunate wretches were brought 
out, diminished now by a full hundred. My ready re¬ 
tainers bound them naked to the stags. My’best steeds 
were saddled. Then the kennels were thrown open and 
the famished hounds rushed forth like a host of demons. 
OlF went the deer like the wind, each with his human 
burden, the dogs following, .and then the horsemen, shout¬ 
ing with glee at the new sport. By nightfall not a stag 
or his rider was Ht alive. The hounds In their fury 
worried and tore at both man and beast, and the last 
unfortunate wretch met a hideous death on this spot 
where wc now stand.*' 

He paused as if overcome by the memory of his crime, 

“ God avenged that dreadful deed. That night I died, 
nnd I am now suffering the tortures of the damned, 
hvery night I am hunted by my victims, as you have 
seen. I am now the quarry, hunted from the castle court, 
on through the forest, to this hidden and haunted spot. 
Thousands and thousands of times I have suffered this: I 
endure all the agonies I made them suffer. I am doomed 
to undergo this to the last day, when l shall be hunted 
over the wastes of hell by legions of demons.” 

Again he paused, his eyes terrible with the anguish of a 
lost soul. He resumed In a sterner tone: 

“ Take warning by my fate. Providence, kinder to you 
than to me, has guided you hither to-night that you 
might learn of my punishment While you still have 
time repent of your crimes and endeavour to make 
amends for the suffering you have inflicted. Remember 
-the f wages of sin b death. Remember inland my 

the next moment the phantom had faded from view. 
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Only the hounds were crouching near the count, panting 
fearfully. All else was silent gloom ami night. After a 
terrible vigil the rooming came, and Graf Hermann, now 
a changed man, returned, to his castle in silence, and 
henceforth endeavoured to profit by the warning and follow 
the advice of his unhappy ancestor. 
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CHAPTER IV : DRACHENEELS 
TO RHEINSTEIN 

The Dragon's Rock 

A MONG the many legtmds invented bv the earlv 
thnst™ monks to advance thejr faith, then: are 
l few more beautiful than that attached to the 

: Dra r’ S R0dt - 1 ** picturesque 

reass of volcmtc porphyty rising above the Rhine on its 

TTT T ,r,LO< >>s pointed crags is a dark 

cm known as the • Dragon's Cave, - which was at one 
tintta in that misty past to which ail legends belong. 

JT'tT ° f ’ ,lli<:01JS monster, half-beast and half. 
' r T he P eaH ! n . ts °< *' surrounding district held the 

r m “ be '" E5 “ ** instigation of their 
P%an priests. Foremost among the worshippers of the 
drag.,,, were two warrior princes Hit,bod and Horerife. 

dwelbno'~'lk ” "“ lau 8 l,t ™ ti>= Christian people 

dwelling on the opposttc bank of the Rhine, carrying off 

reany captrves to be offered as sacrifice! to the SJJ 

“'tilt-.according to their custom, 

> we no dividing their prisoners, the pagan prince 

2 -W ^ ? f , their Wfc** a Christian maiden, 

beauty and helpless innocence won the hearts ©f her 
fierce captors, so that each desired to poa*** her II 

Wamc W!iS h ndmed ?° ™°" noc daim. The quarrel 
became so bitter at length that the princes seized their 
weapons and were about to fight fur L /X Wf « 

at this juncture their priests intervened 1 

Ihould come Thi “ W th * R ’ "**■* princes 

n or l r U °r ™ a merc Kristian maid. To- 
ow she shall be offered to the dragon, in thanks- 
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giving for your victory.” And they felt that they had 
do nr well* for had they not averted the impending quarrel, 
and at the same time gained a victim for their cruel rites? 
But the heart of Rinbod was heavy indeed, for he truly 
loved the young Christian maid, and would have given 
his life to save her from the horrible fate that awaited 
her. However, the decree of the priests was irrevocable, 
and no pleadings of his could avail. The girl was 
informed of the cruel destiny that was to befall her on the 
morrow, and with a calm mind she sought consolation 
from Heaven to enable her to meet her fate with courage 
befitting a Christian, 

Early on the following morning she was led with much 
ceremony to a spot before the Dragon’s Cave and there 
bound to an oak. to await the approach of the monster, 
whose custom it was to sally forth at sunrise in search of 
prey. The procession of priests, warriors, and peasants 
who had followed the victim to the place of sacrifice now 
climbed to the summit of the crag and watched eagerly 
for the coming of the dragon, Rinbod watched also, but 
it was with eyes full of anguish and apprehension. The 
Christian maid seemed to him more like a spirit than 
a Human being, so calmly, so steadfastly did she bear 
herself. 

Suddenly a stilled cry broke from the lips of the watchers 
—the hideous monster was seen dragging its heavy coils 
from the cavern, fire issuing from its mouth and nostrils. 
At its mighty roar even the bravest trembled. But the 
Christian maid alone showed no sign of fear; she awaited 
the oncoming of the dreadful creature with a hymn of 
praise on her lips. Nearer and nearer came the dragon, 
and at length, with a horrible roar, it sprang at its prey. 
But even as it did so the maiden held out her crucifix 
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before her, unci the dragon was checked in its onrush. A 
moment later it turned aside and plunged into the Rhine, 
The people on the crag were filled with awe at the 
miraculous power of the strange symbol which had 
overcome their idol and. descending, hastened to free 
the young girl from her bonds. When they learned the 
significance of the cross they begged that site would 
sond them teachers that tliey might leant about the new 
religion. In vain their priests endeavoured to dissuade 
them. They had seen the power of the crucifix, and their 
renunciation of their pagan creed was complete. 

Among the first to adopt the Christian religion was 
Rinbod ; he married the beautiful captive and built a 
castle for her on the Drachenfels. whose ruins remain to 
this day. 

It seems a pity that such a beautiful legend should have 
doubts cast upon its authenticity, but it has been con¬ 
jectured that the word Drachenfels has a geological rather 
than a romantic significance—being, in fact, derived from 
7 mckyi~fgls t meaning 1 Trachyte*rock.' This view is 
supported by the fact that there is another Drachenfels 
near Mannheim of a similar geological construction, but 
without the legend. However, it is unlikely that the 
people of antiquity would bestow a geological name upon 
any locality. 

Okkenfds; si Rash Oath 

On a rugged crag overlooking the Rhine above the town 
of Linz stands the ruined stronghold of Okkcnfcls, 
History tells us little or nothing concerning this ancient 
fortress, but legend covers die deficiency with the tale of 
the Baron's Rash Oath. 

Rhemhard von Rcnneberg, according to the story, 

*54 


Okkenfels : A Rash Oath 

flourished about the beginning of the eleventh century, 
when the Schloss Okkenfels*'was a favourite rendezvous 
with the rude nobility of the surrounding district. Though 
they were none of them distinguished for their manners, 
by far the most rugged and uncouth was the Baron von 
Rcnncbcrg himself. Rough in appearance, abrupt in 
conversation, and inclined to harshness in ah his dealings, 
he inspired in the breast of his only daughter a feeling 
more akin to awe than affection. 

The gentle Etc Una grew up to be a maiden of singular 
beauty, of delicate form and feature, and under the 
careful tutelage of the castle chaplain she became as 
good as she was beautiful. Lovers she had in plenty, for 
the charms of Etdina and the wealth of her noble father, 
whose sole heiress she was, formed a combination quite 
irresistible in the eyes of the young gallants who fre¬ 
quented the castle. But none loved her more sincerely 
than one of the baron's retainers, a young knight of Linz, 
Rudolph by name. 

On one occasion Rheinhard was obliged to set out with 
his troop to join the wars in Italy, and ere he departed 
he confided his daughter to the care of die venerable 
chaplain, while his castle and lands he left in charge of 
Sir Rudolph. As may be supposed, the knight and the 
maiden frequently met, and ere long it became evident 
that Rudolph’s passion was returned. The worthy 
chaplain, who loved the youth as a son, did not seek to 
interfere with the course of his wooing, and so in due 
time the lovers were betrothed. 

At the end of a year the alarming news reached them that 
the baron was returning from the wars, bringing in liis 
train a noble bridegroom for Etelina. In despair the 
lovers sought the old chaplain and begged his advice. 
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They knew only too well that the baron would not brook 
resistance to Ills will; for he had ever dealt njthlcsslv 
W'tth opposition. Vet both were determined that nothin? 
should part them. 

" I would rather die with Rudolph than marry another," 
tried (he grtef.stnckcn maiden. And indeed ft seemed 

that one or other of these alternatives would soon fall to 
ner Jut* 

But the wise old priest was planning a wav of escape. 

io were meant for one another, mv children,' he said 
phi Joseph iciilly ; « therefore it is not for man to separate 
you, I will many you at once, and I know a place where 
you. may safely hide fora season/ 1 

It was nenrinn midnight on the eve of the day fixed for 
k he in hard s return, so there was no time to he lost. The 
three repaid to the chapel, where the marriage was at 
once solemnized. Taking a basket of bread, meat, and 

* IQf T a , P* 3nJ SOme other necessaries, the old man 
conducted the newly married pair through a subterranean 
passage to a cavern in the rock whereon the castle stood, 

th^.1 wTtWrew y " hin,Sdf - ^ h,vine ***** 

^ «mc the baron and his 

Etcli'n.t ^ ° K "° b e kni e fh ‘ ch «*" “ a husband lor 

frowdoTi,' 0 '*^ ? n ' n ,0r hi " da “S>'>" "><= 

U rnv 1,1?.o': 0 "* iled “ wclcorec him. •• Where 
is my little maid ? " he asked. 

ab^ t™r TZT d r asi ^y* The ^msd was ill 

TOble h:,d ' ctr - h ' J 

amrrin'nr^ f " wcr hastened to his daughter's 

apartment, only to find her flown 1 Dismayed and angry. 
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tie rushed to the chaplain anti demanded an explanation. 
The good old man, after a vain attempt to soothe his 
irate patron, revealed all—all, that is, save the place 
where the fugitives were concealed, and that he firmly 
refused to divulge. The priest was committed to the 
lowest dungeon, a vile den to which access could only be 
got by means of a trap-door and a rope* 

With his own hands the baron swung to the massive trap, 
swearing a deep oath. 

'* W * forgive my daughter, or any of her accomplices, 
may I die suddenly where I now stand, and may my soul 
perish for ever! ” 

The disappointed bridegroom soon returned to his own 
land, and the baron, whose increasing moroseness made 
him cordially hated by his attendants, was left to the 
bitterness of his thoughts. 

Meanwhile Rudolph and his bride had escaped unseen 
from die castle rock and now dwelt m the forests skirting 
the Seven Mountains. While the summer lasted all went 
well with them ; they, and the little son who was bom to 
them, were content with the sustenance the forest afforded. 
But in the winter all was changed. Starvation stared 
them In the face. More and more pitiful became their 
condition, till at length Rudolph resolved to seek the baron, 
and give hts life, if need be, to save his wife and child. 
That very day Rlieinhard was out hunting in the forest. 
Imagine hts surprise when a gaunt figure, clad in a bear¬ 
skin, stepped from the undergrowth and bade him follow, 
if he wished to see his daughter alive. The startled old 
man obeyed the summons, and arrived at length before a 
spacious cavern, which his guide motioned him to enter. 
Within. on a pile of damp leaves, lay Etdina and her 
child, both half-dead with starvation. Rheinhard’s anger 
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speedily melted at the pathetic sight, and he freely forgave 
his daughter and Rudolph, his hitherto unrecognized guide, 
and bade them return with him to Okkenfels. 

Etelina’s first request was for a pardon for the old chaplain, 
and Rheinhard himself went to raise the heavy trap-door. 
While peering into the gloom, however, he stumbled and 
fell headlong into the dungeon below. “A judgment!” 
he shrieked as he fell, then all was silence. 

The bruised remains of the proud baron were interred in 
the parish church of Linz, and henceforth Etclina and her 
husband lived happily at Okkenfels. But both they and 
the old chaplain offered many a pious prayer for the soul 
of the unhappy Baron Rhein hard. 

Oberw&rth 

In the middle of the Rhine, a little above Coblcnt/, lies 
the island of Oberworth, where at one time stood a 
famous nunnery. Included in the traditional lore of the 
neighbourhood is a tragic tale of the beautiful Ida, 
daughter of the Freiherr von Metterntch, who died 
within its walls in the fourteenth century. 

Von Metiemieh, who dwelt at Cob lent 2, was a wealthy 
and powerful noble, exceedingly proud of his fair daughter, 
and firmly convinced that none but the highest in the land 
was fit mate for her. But Ida had other views, and had 
already bestowed her heart on a young squire in her 
fathers train. It ts true that Gerbert was a high-born 
youth, of stainless life, pleasing appearance, and gentle 
manners, and, moreover, one who was likely at no 
distant date to win his spurs. Nevertheless the lovers 
instinctively concealed their mutual affection from 
von Metccmich, and plighted their troth in secret. 

But so ardent an affection could not loner remain hidden. 
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The time came when the nobleman discovered how 
matters stood between his daughter and Gerbert, and 
with angry frowns and muttered oaths he resolved to 
exercise his paternal authority* “ My daughter shall go 
to a nunnery,” he said to himself. “ And as for that 
jackanapes, he must be got rid of at once.'’ He pon¬ 
dered how he might conveniently rid himself of the 
audacious squire, 

That night he dispatched Gerbert on a mission to the 
grand prior of the Knights-Templars, who had his abode 
at the neighbouring castle of Lahneck, Hie unsuspecting 
squire took the sealed missive and set out, thinking as he 
rode along how rich he was in possessing so sweet a love 
as Ida, and dreaming of the time when his valour and 
prowess should have made their marriage possible. But 
his dreams would have been rudely disturbed had tie seen 
what was passing at Coblentz. For his betrothed, in spite 
of her tears and pleadings, was being secretly conveyed 
to the nunnery of Oberw&rth, there to remain until she 
should have forgotten Iter lover—as though the stone 
walls of a convent could shut out the imaginings of a maid I 
However, Gerbert knew nothing of this, and he rode along 
in leisurely fashion, until at length he came to the Schloss 
Lahneck, where he was at once conducted into the presence 
of the grand prior of the Knights-Tempiars. 

The grand prior was a man of middle age, with an 
expression of settled melancholy on his swarthy features. 
Gerbert approached him with becoming reverence, bent 
his knee, and presented the missive. 

The prior turned his gaze so earnestly on the young 
man's fact; that Gcrliert dropped his eyes in confusion. A 
moment later the prior broke the seal and hastily scanned 

the letter. 
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" ™ r ’ m 3 V est diou be, youth?" he asked abruptly. 

" Gerbert von Iscnburg, sir," 

“And thy mother?" 

"Guba von Iscnburg/ 1 was the astonished Gerbert's 
reply. 

The prior seemed to be struggling with deep emotion. 

. KnoWest diou the purport of this missive?" he said at 


" conctrniJ me not," answered Gcrbrn simply. 

. a -” son ‘ said the prior, u it doth concern thee, and 

T? ? l‘ T' L KnOW lhaX h is death-warrant, boy! 
J he Freiherr has request me t o send thee to the wars 
in [ ales tine, and so to place thee that death will be a 
certainty This he asks in die name of our ancient friend¬ 
ship and for the sake of our order, to which he has ever 
shown himself well disposed*” 

Swing the dismay and incredulity which were depicted in 
his listeners face, the prior hastened to read aloud a 
passage describing von Mettemich's discovery of his 
daughter s love for the humble squire, and Gerbert could 
n,J wngcr doubt that his fate was scaled. 

1 he prior looked at him kindly. 

Gerbert, ’ he said, «I am not going to put the creel 
order into execution. Though I lose friendship, the 

i T 1 ° k T ° rd Z' life itsdf ' jfe son of Cuba von 
senburg shall not suffer at m y hands. 1 sympathise with 

thy passion for the fair Ida, I myself loved thy mother/ 1 
i be impetuous Gerbcrt started to his feet, hand on sword, 

. , he , " cnt,n0 of his mother, whose good name he set 

Stknjft?* 5 S* Wkh a difinif5ed prior 

motioned him to his seal* ^ 

hlTJn P **'™**^hrases the elder man told how 
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to deck* his passion lest the lady should scorn him. At 
length he could bear it no longer, and made up his mind 
to reveal his love to her. With this intent he rode toward 
her home, only to learn from a passing page that Guba, his 
mistress, was to be married that very day to von Jsenburg. 
He gave to the page a ring, bidding him carry it to his 
mistress with the message that tt was from one who loved 
her greatly, and who for her sake renounced the world, 
"The ring/’ he concluded, "is on thy finger, and in 
thy face and voice arc thy mother's likeness. " Canst thou 
wonder that I would spare thy life?'* 

Gerbert listened in respectful silence. His love for Ida 
enabled him to sympathize with the pathetic tale unfolded 
by the prior. Tears fdl unchecked from the eyes of both. 
"And now," said the prior at last, " we must look to thv 
safety,* 1 

" 1 would not bring misfortune on dice, 1 ' said Gerbert 
"May 1 not go to Palestine and win my way through with 
my sword ? " 

“ It is impossible," said the elder man, ,l Von Mettemtch 
would see to it that thou wert slain. Thou must go to 
Swabia, where a prior of our order will look after thy 
safety in the meantime.’* 

The same day Gerbert was conveyed to Swabia, where, for 
a time at least, he was safe from persecution. 

The Dance of Deaih 

In the nunnery of Gberwdrth, on a pallet in a humble cell, 
fda lav dying. A year had gone past since she had been 
separated from her lover, and every day had seen her 
grow weaker and more despondent, Forget Gerbert P 
That would she never while life remained to her. Wearily 
she tossed on her pallet, her only companion 3 sister of 

‘ 1 fit 
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the convent. Willingly now would the Freiherr give bis 
dearest possessions to save his daughter, but already she was 
beyond assistance, her only hope the peace of the grave. 

4t I am dying, sister," she said to her attendant. *• Never* 
more shall 1 see my dear Gerbert—all I nevermore,’' 
“Mush," murmured the nun gently. '* stranger things have 
happened. All may yet be well," And to divert the 
dying maid’s attention from her grief she recited tales of 
lovers who had been reunited after many difficulties. 

But ida refused to be pacified. 

“ Alas! ” she said, “ 1 am betrothed, yet I must die unwed." 
*.* Heaven forbid 1 ” cried the pious min in alarm. “ For 
then must thou join in the dance of death." 

It was a popular belief in that district that a betrothed 
maiden who died before her wedding was celebrated must, 
after her death, dance on a spot in the centre of the island 
whereon no grass or herb ever grew—that is, unless in the 
interval she took the veil. Every night at twelve o’clock 
a band of such hapless maidens may be seen dancing in 
the moonlight, doomed to continue their nocturnal revels 
till they meet with a lover. And woe betide the knight 
who ventures within their reach I They dance round and 
round him and with him till he falls dead, whereupon 
the youngest maid claims him for her lover. Henceforth 
she rests quietly in her grave and joins no more in the 
ghostly frolic. 

This weird tradition Ida now heard from the lips of the 
nun, who herself claimed to have witnessed the scenes she 
described, 

I l.jcscech thee, 1 said the sister, “ do but join our convent, 
and all will yet be well." 

“ I die,” murmured Ida, heeding not the words of her 
companion, ** Gerbert—we shall meet again I ” 
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Gcrbert, her lover, heard the sad news in his dwelling- 
place on the shores of Lake Constance, and returned to 
Oberworth with all speed. A week had elapsed ere he 
arrived, and Ida’s body was already interred in the vaults 
of the convent. 

It was a night of storm and darkness. No boatman would 
venture on the Rhine, but Gerbert. anxious to pay the last 
respects to the body of his beloved, was not to be deterred. 
With his own hands he unmoored a vessel and sailed 
across to Oberwdrth. Having landed at that part of the 
island furthest from the convent, he was obliged to pass 
the haunted spot on his way thither. The circular patch 
of barren earth was said to be a spot accursed, by reason 
of sacrilege and suicide committed there. Hut such things 
were far from the thoughts of the distraught knight. 
Suddenly he heard a strange sound, like the whisper of a 
familiar voice—a sound which, despite its < piictness, seemed 
to make itself heard above the fury of the storm. Looking 
up. he beheld a band of white-robed maidens dancing in the 
charmed circle, One of them, a little apart from the 
others, seemed to him to be his lost [da. The familiar 
figure, the grace of mien, the very gesture with which she 
beckoned him, were hers, and he rushed forward to clasp 
her to his heart. Adroitly she eluded his grasp and 
mingled with the throng. Gcrbert followed with bursting 
heart, seized her in his arms, and found that the other 
phantoms had surrounded them. Something in the un¬ 
earthly music fascinated him; he felt impelled to dance 
round and round, till his head reeled. And still he danced 
with his phantom bride, and still the maidens whirled 
about them. On the stroke of one the dancers vanished 
and the knight sank to the ground, all but dead with fatigue. 
In the morning he was found by the kindly nuns, who 
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tended him carefully. But all their skill and attention 
were in vain; for Gerbert lived only long enough to tell of 
his adventure to the sisterhood. This done, he expired 
with the name of bis beloved, spirit-bride upon his lips, 

Stohenfcts : The Alchemist 

Alchemy was a common pursuit in the Middle Ages. The 
poor followed it eagerly in the vain desire for gold; the 
rich spent their wealth in useless experiments, or showered 
it on worthless charlatans. 

Thus it came about that Archbishop Werner of Falken- 
stein, owner of the grim fortress of Stolzenfels and a 
wealthy and powerful Churchman, was an amateur of the 
hermetic art, while his Treasurer, who was by no means 
rich, was also by way of being an alchemist. To indulge 
his passion for the bizarre science the latter had extracted 
many a golden piece from the coffers of his reverend 
master, always meaning, of course, to pay them back when 
the weary experiments should have crystallized into the 
coveted philosopher's stone. He had in his daughter 
Elizabeth a treasure which might well have outweighed 
the whole of the Archbishop’s colters, but the lust for 
gold had blinded the covetous Treasurer to all else. 

One night—a wild, stormy night, when the wind tore 
shrieking round the battlements of Stolzenfcbr—there 
came to the gate a pilgrim, sombre of feature as of garb, 
with wicked, glinting eyes. The Archbishop was not at 
that time resident in the castle, but his Treasurer, hearing 
that the new-comer was learned in alchemical mysteries, 
hade him enter without delay. A room was made ready 
in one of the highest towers, and there the Treasurer and 
his pilgrim friend spent many days and nights. Elizabeth 
saw with dismay that a change was coming over her 
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father. He was no longer gentle and kind, but moro.se 
and reserved, and he passed less time in her company than 
he was wont. 

At length 3 courier arrived with tidings of the approach 
of the Archbishop, who was bringing some noble guests to 
the castle. To the dismay of his daughter, the Treasurer 
suddenly turned pale and, brushing aside her solicitous 
inquiries, fled to the mysterious chamber. Elizabeth 
Followed, convinced that something had occurred to upset 
her father seriously. She was too late—the door was 
locked ere she reached it; but she could hear angry 
voices within, the voices of her father and the pilgrim. 
The Treasurer seemed to Ihc uttering bitter reproaches, 
while ever and anon the deep, level voice of his com¬ 
panion could be heard. 

“ firing hither a virgin," he said. “The heart’s blood of 
a virgin is necessary to our schemes, as I have told thee 
many times. How can I give thee gold, and thou wilt not 
obey my ins mictions?" 

« VillainT 1 * tried tilt Treasurer, beside himself. "Thou 
hast liken my gold, thou hast made me take the gold 
of my master also for thy schemes. Wouldst thou liavc 
me shed innocent blood? 1 ’ 

11 S tell thee again, w ithout it our experiments are vain.” 
At that moment the door was flung open and the 
Treasurer emerged, too immersed in his anxious thoughts 
to perceive the shrinking form of Elizabeth. She. when 
lie had gone from sight, entered the chamber where stood 
the pilgrim. 

*■ I have heard thy conversation." she said, “and I am 
read) to give tny life for my father's welfare, leli me 
what i must do and I will slay me with mine own 
hand," 
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With covetous glance the pilgrim advance! and strove to 
take her hand, but she shrank back in bathing. 

"Touch me not,” she said, shuddering, 

A look of malice overspread the pilgrim's averted 
face, 

" Come hither at midnight, and at sunrise thy father will 
be rich and honoured,” he said, 

** Wilt thou swear it on the cross?” 

**I swear it,” he returned, drawing a little crucifix from 
his bosom, and speaking tn solemn tones, 

" Very well, ! promise,” And with that she withdrew. 
When she had gone the alchemist pressed a spring in the 
crucifix, when a dagger fell out. 

"Thou hast served me well.” he said, chuckling. Then, 
replacing the crucifix in his breast, he entered the adjoining 
room, prised up a stone from the floor, and drew forth a 
leathern bag full of gold. This, then, was the crucible 
into which the Archbishop's pieces had gone. *' 1 have 
found the secret of making gold,” pursued the pilgrim. 
"Tomorrow my wealth and 1 will be far away in safety. 
The fools, to seek gold m a crucible 1 ” 

Meanwhile preparations were afoot for the reception of 
the Archbishop. Elizabeth, full of grief and determine* 
Eion, supervised the work of the serving-maids, while her 
father anxiously wondered how he should account to his 
master for the stolen pieces of gold. 

The Archbishop was loudly hailed on his arrival. He 
greeted hh Treasurer kindly and asked after the pretty 
Elizabeth. When her father presented her he in turn 
introduced her to his guests, and many a glance of ad¬ 
miration was directed at the gentle maid. One young 
knight, in particular, was so smitten with Iter charms that 
he was dumb the whole evening. 
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When Elizabeth retired to her dumber her father bade 
her good-night, Hope had again arisen in bis breast. 
“Tomorrow/’ he said, “my troubles will be over," 
Elizabeth sighed. 

At length the hour of midnight arrived. Taking a lamp, 
the girl crossed the courtyard to where the alchemist 
awaited her coming. She was not unseen, however j the 
young knight had been watching her window, and he 
observed her pass through the courtyard with surprise. 
Fearing he knew not what harm to the maid he loved, he 
followed her to the pilgrim’s apartment, and there watched 
her through a crack in the door. 

The alchemist was bending over a crucible when Elizabeth 
entered. 

“Ah, thou hast come," he said. ** 1 hope thou art pre¬ 
pared to do as 1 bid thee? If that is so, 1 will restore the 
gold to thy father—his own gold and his master s. If 
thou art willing to sacrifice thine honour, thy father’s 
honour shall be restored; if thy life, he shall have the 
money he needs." 

“Away, wretch 1” cried Elizabeth indignantly. “ I will 
give my life Tor my father, but 1 will not suffer insult.” 
With a shrug of his shoulders the alchemist turned to his 


crucible. M 

“ As thou wilt." he said. ** Prepare for the sacrifice. 

Suddenly the kneeling maid caught up the alchemist’s 
dagger and would have plunged it into her heart* but ere 
she could carry out her purpose the knight burst open 
the door, rushed into the room, and seized the weapon. 
Elizabeth, overcome with the relief which his opportune 
arrival afforded her, fainted in his arms. 

While the young man frantically sought means to restore 

her the pilgrim seized the opportunity' to escajic, and 
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when the maid came to herself it ui$ to find the wretch 
gone and herself supported by a handsome young knight 
who was pouring impassioned speeches into her car. His 
love and tenderness awakened an answering emotion in 
her heart, and that very night they were betrothed* 

When the maiden’s father was apprised of her recent peril 
hc» too, was grateful to her deliverer, and yet more grateful 
wnen his future son-indaw pressed him to make use of his 
ample fortune. 

The pilgrim was found drowned in the Rhine, and tile 
bag, of gold, which he had carried away in his belt, was 

handed over to the Archbishop, to whom die Treasurer 
confessed all. 

And the good Archbishop, by way of confirming his 
loTgtyeness, gave a handsome present to Elizabeth on her 
marriage with the knight. 


The Legend of Boppard 

“S? I h f* ™*» wa V s oi revenging themselves on 
u ^ medieval times, as die following 

legend of Bcppoxd would show. * 

Toward the cod of the twelfth century there dwell in 
Hoppard a knight named Sir Conrad Bayer, brave. 

*** a ! g00d r ™ mradc - blit not without his faults, 
as will be seen hereafter, 

i^tlie TWrdV n nr> klcs were fighting 

Lour-dc-Liou 1 but Sir Conrad still remained , t Boppsrd. 

tZZT 5? *'* T 0 " **■ a. home 

•ito to protect hts stronghold against a horde of robbers 

wh^ iSvt h“ ‘ K i BhbMrh00d - 8 “‘ *»« were those 
l ” s J=h,et mC e ,o depart to Mother cause. 
In a neighbouring fortress lllere lived a beautiful maiden. 
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Maria by name, who received a great deal of attention 
from Sir Conrad. So frequent were his visits to her 
home that rumour had it that the fair lady had won his 
heart. This indeed was the case, and she in return had 
given her love unreservedly into his keeping. But as hi r 
passion grew stronger his seemed to coot, and at length 
lie began to make preparations to join the wars in 
Palestine, leaving the lady to lament his changed 
demeanour. In vain she pleaded, in vain she sent 
letters to him. At last he intimated plainly that lie 
loved her no longer. He did not intend to marry, he 
said, adding cruelly that if he did she should not be the 
bride of his choice. The lady was completely crushed by 
the blow. Her affection for Sir Conrad perished, and to its 
place arose a desire to be revenged on the unfaithful kntglu. 
The fickle lover had completed his arrangements for his 
journey to the Holy Land, and all was ready for his 
departure. As he rode gaily down from his castle to 
where his men-at-arms waited on the shores of the 
Rhine, he was suddenly confronted by an armed knight, 
who reined in his steed and, bade Sir Conrad halt- 
« Hold, Sir Conrad Bayer," he cried. "Thou gocst not 
hence till thou liast answered for thy misdeeds—thou false 
knight—thou traitor 1 11 

Sir Conrad listened in astonishment. A moment later his 
attendants had surrounded the bold youth, and would have 
slain him had not Sir Conrad interfered. 

" Back I " he said, ** Let me face this braggart myself. 
Who art thou?" he added, addressing the young knight 
who had thus boldly challenged liim. 

" One who would have thy life 1 ' was the fierce reply. 

" Why should 1 slay thee* bold youth?" said Conrad. 

amused, „ 
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“ I am the hroiher of Maria, whom thou hast betrayed,*’ 
was the response. “ I have come hither from Palestine 
to seek thy life. Have at thee, traitor t ” 

Conrad, somewhat sobered, and unwilling to do batlte 
with such ahoy, asked for further proof of his identity, 
The young knight thereupon displayed, blazoned on his 
shield, the arms of his house—a golden lion on an aztiri 
field. 

Sir Conrad had no longer excuse for refusing to do battle 
with the youth, so with a muttered “Thy blood be upon 
thy head I" he laid his lance in rest and drew back a few 
paces. The stranger did likewise ; then they rushed 
toward each other, and such was the force of their impact 
that both were unhorsed. Drawing their swords-*—for 
neither was injured—the knights resumed the conflict 
on foot, Conrad felt disgraced at having been unhorsed 
by a mere youth, and he was now further incensed by 
receiving a deep wound in his arm, Henceforth he fought 
in good earnest, showering blows on his antagonist, who 
fell at last, mortally wounded. 

In obedience to the rules of chivalry. Sir Conrad hastened 
to assist his vanquished foe. What was his surprise, his 
horror, when, on raising the head and unlacing the helm 
of the knight, he found that his adversary was none oilier 
than Maria 1 

' Conrad, she said in failing tones, “ I also aui to blame. 
Without thy love life was nothing to me, and I resolved 
to die by thy hand. Forget my folly, re member only that I 
loved thee. Farewell I ” And with these words she expired. 
Conrad flung himself down by her side, convulsed with 
grief and remorse. From that hour a change came over 
him, lire he set out to the Holy Land he caused the body 
of Maria to be interred on the summit of the Kn uiberg, 
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and bestowed the greater part of his estates on a pious 
brotherhood, enjoining them to raise a nunnery over the 
tomb. Thus was the convent of Marienberg founded, and 
in time it came to be one of the richest and most celt:* 
brated on the Rhine. 

Arrived !n Palestine. Conrad became a Knight-1 emplar. 
fighting bravely and utterly oblivious to all danger. It 
was not until Acre had been won, however, that death 
met him. An arrow dispatched by an unknown hand 
found its quarry as he was walking the ramparts at night 
meditating on the lady he had slain and whose death 
had restored her to a place in his affections. 

LUbenstein and Sterrtnberg 

Near the famous monastery of fiomhofen. and not far from 
the town of Camp, supposed to be an ancient Roman site, 
arc the celebrated castles of Liebenstcin and Sterrcnberg. 
called ' the brothers,' perhaps because of their contiguity 
to each other rather than through the legend connected 
with the name. History is practically silent concerning 
these towers, which occupy two steep crags united by 
a small isthmus which has partially been cut through. 
Sterrenberg lies nearest the north, Liebcnstem to the south. 
A wooden bridge leads from one to the other, but a high 
wall called the Sdiildmauer was in the old days reared 
between them, obviously with die intention of cutting off 
communication. The legend has undoubtedly become 
sophisticated by literary influences, and was so altered by 
one Joseph Kugelgen as to change its purport entirely. 
It is the modem version of the legend we give here in 
contradistinction to that given in the chapter on the 
Folklore and Literature of the Rhine (sec pp- S 4 el se $ )‘ 
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The Brothers 

Hdnrich and Conrad were the sons of Kurt, a brave 
knight who had retired from the wars, and now dwelt 
in his ancestral castle Liebenstein. The brother* 
alike in all matters pertaining to arms and chivalry. 
But otherwise they differed, for Heinrich, the drier, was 
quiet and more given to the arte of peace; whereas 
Conrad was gay, and inclined to like fighting for fighting's 
sake* 

Brought up along with them was Hildc-garde, a relative 
and an orphan, whom the bra there believed to be their 
sister. On reaching manhood, however, their father told 
them the truth concerning her, expressing the wish that 
ont of them should marry the maiden. 

Nothing loath, both brothers wooed Htldegarde, but Con. 
rad's ardent, impulsive nature triumphed over Heinrich's 
reserved and more steadfast affection. In due course 
preparations were made for the marriage festival, and a 
ne w castle, Stcrrcnberg, was raised for the young couple 
adjacent to Liebenstein. Heinrich found it hard to be a 
constant witness of his brother's happiness, so he set out 
or the Holy Land. Soon after his departure tile old 
knight became ill, and died on the day that the new castle 
was completed. This delayed the marriage for a year, 
am as t ie months passed Conrad became associated 

wcaLnTtT COmpaJUOGS * and Ilis Lve for Hildcgardc 

M. ; amim C news came that Heinrich had periled mar- 
vclloua deeds in the Jlcvty Land, and the tidings inflamed 
onrad s wal. He, too. determined to join the Crusades, 
ami was soon on the way to ralestinc 
However, he did 0 «, like his brother. g»j„ ,™ Mn _tor 
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he had not the same incentive to reckless bravery—and 
he soon returned. He was again to prove himself more 
successful in love than in war, for at Constantinople, 
having fallen passionately in love with a beautiful Greek 
lady, he married her. 

One day Hikiegarde was sitting sorrowful in her chamber, 
when she beheld travellers with baggage moving into the 
emptySterrenberg, Greatly astonished, she sent her waiting* 
maid to make inquiries, and learned to her sorrow that it 
was the returning Conrad, who came bringing with him a 
Greek wife. Conrad avoided Licbenstem. and Slcrrenbcrg 
became gay with (easting and music. 

Late one evening a knight demanded lodging at Lieben- 
steifi and was admitted. The stranger was Heinrich, 
who, hearing about his brother's shameful marriage, had 
returned to the grief-stricken Mildcgsrdt. 

After he had rested Heinrich sent a message to his 
brother reproaching him with imknighlly behaviour, and 
challenging him to mortal combat. 1 he challenge was 
accepted and the combatants met on the passage separating 
the two castles. But as they faced cadi other, sword in 
hand, a veiled female %ure stepped between them and 
bade them desist. 

It was Hitdegarde, who had recognized Heinrich and learned 
his intention. In impassioned tones she urged the young 
men not to be guilty --f the folly of shedding each others 
blood in such a cause, and declared that it was her firm 
intention to spend her remaining days in a convent. I he 
brothers submitted themselves to her persuasion and 
became reconciled. Some time afterward Conrad s wile 
proved her unworthiness by eloping with a young knight, 
thus killing her husband's love for her, and at the same 
rime opening his eyes to his own base conduct. Bitterly 
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now did he reproach himself for his unfaithfulness to 
Hildegarde, who, alas l was now lost to him forever. 

Hi I degarde remained faithful to her vows, and Heinrich 
and Conrad lived together till at last death separated 
them. 


Si, Goaf 

Near the town of St, Goan at the foot of the Rhcinfck 
there stands a hide cell, once the habitation of a pious 
hermit known as St. Goar, and many are the local tradi¬ 
tions which tell of the miracles wrought by this good 
man, and the marvellous virtues retained by his shrine 
after his death. He settled on Rhenish shores, we are 
t‘>1d, about the middle of the sixth century, and thence¬ 
forward devoted his life to the service of the rude people 
among whom his lot was cast. His first care was to 

instruct them in the Christian faith, but he was also 

mindful of their welfare in temporal matters, and gave 
ns services freely to the sick and sorrowful* so that ere, 
long he came to be regarded as a saint. When he was 
not employed in prayer and ministrations he watched the 
currents of the Rhine, and was ever willing to lend his aid 
to distressed mariners who had been caught by the Sand 
Otuirr, a dangerous eddy which was too often the death 
oi unwary boatmen in these parts, 

Thus he spent an active and cheerful life, far from the 

T; of _ the world, for which he had no taste 

a ever, revert unless the fame of his good dc^ds Iiad 

thin ■ ua'tf I>l3C ' s of tlie “rth. Sigebcrt, who at 
that time held his court at Andemaeh, heard of the piety 

and noble life of the hermit, and invited him to his place. 

enmmT!i a<X ? Cd *!" invfta|io »“<V. her. obeyed the 
command—and made his way to Amlemach. He was 
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wcl! nstdvcd by iHc monarch, whom his genuine holiness 
and single-mindedness greatly impressed, But pure as he 
was, the worthy Goar was not destined to escape calumny. 
There were at the court of Sigebcrt other ecclesiastics of 
a less exalted type, and these were filled with envy and 
indignation when they beheld the favours bestowed upon 
the erstwliile recluse. Foremost among his persecutors 
was the Archbishop of Treves, and with him Sigebert 
dealt in summary fashion, depriving him of his nrdi- 
bisliopric and offering the see to St. Goar. * e 71 er ‘ 
however, was sick of the perpetual intrigues and squa v 
bltngs of the court, and longed to return to the shelter o 
his mossv cell and the sincere friendship of the poor 
fishermen among whom his mission lay. •~ c e ^ . ■ 
the proffered dignity and informed the monarch of hr 
desire to return home. As he stood m the hall of th 
palace preparing to take his leave, he threw h,s cloak 
over a sunbeam, and, strange to say, the 
suspended as though the shaft of light were . Jb*. 
we are told, was not a mere piece of brav ^°l b ^ 
done to show that the saints action in refusing the see 

was prompted by divine inspiration. . , . t *j 

Whi n St. Goar died Sigcbert caused a chapel to be tree 
over his grave, choosing from among his ^P 1 
worthy monks to officiate. Other hermits tool. “**“[ 
abode near the spot, and all were subsequently gathered 
together in a monastery. -The grave oi 
became a (avoorite shrine, to which pilgr-ns travelted 
(ram all quarters, and St. Coar became the p£« 
of hospitality, not so much personally as . 

monastery of which he was the patron, and «: ol whose 
rules was'that no stranger should be denied hospitality for 
a certain period. 
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A goodly number of stories arc told of his somewhat 
drastic treatment of those who passed by his ! rine with¬ 
out bringing an offering — stories which may be traced to 
the monks who dwelt there, and who reaped the benefit of 
these offerings. 

Charlemagne at the Shrine of St Goar 
Here is one of those tales concerning the great Karl. On 
one occasion while he was travelling from Ingelheim to 
A!x4a-Chapd 1c, by way of Coblentz. he passed the shrine 
of St, Goar without so much .15 a single thought- Nor 
did those who accompanied him give the saint more 
attention. It was the height of summer, everything was 
bright anti beautiful, and as the Emperor’s flotilla drifted 
lazily down the Rhine the sound of laughter and light 
jesting could t>c heard. 

No sooner had the Emperor and his courtiers passed 
St. Goar, however, than the smiling sky became overcast, 
heavy clouds gathered, and the distant sound of thunder 
was heard, A moment more and they were in the midst 
of a raging storm; water surged and boiled all around, and 
darkness fell so thickly that scarce could one see another's 
face, Panic reigned supreme where all had been gaiety 
and merriment. 

In vain the sailors strove to reach the shore; m vain the 
ladies shrieked and the Emperor and his nobles lent their 
aid to the seamen. All the exertions of the sailors would 
not suffice to move the vessels one foot nearer the shore. 
At length an old boatman who had spent the greater part 
of a lifetime on the Rhine approached the Emperor ami 
addressed him thus: 

••Sire, our labours are useless. We have offended God 
and St, Goar.’* 

176 


The Reconciliation 

The words were repeated by the Emperor’s panic-stricken 
train, who now saw that the storm was of miraculous ongm. 

» Let us go ashore,’ 1 said Charlemagne in an awed voice. 

- the name of God and St,Goar, let us go ashore, We 
will pray at the shrine of the saint that he may help us 
make peace with Heaven,” 

Scarcely had he uttered the words ere the sky began to 
dear, the boiling water subsided to its former glassy 
smoothness, and lie storm was over. The illustrious 
company landed and sought the shrine of the holy man, 
where they spent the rest of the day in prayer. 

Ere they- departed on the following morning Charlemagne 
and his court presented rich offerings at the 
the Emperor afterward endowed the monastery «th. tends 
of peal extent, by which means it is to be hoped that he 
succeeded in propitiating live jealous saint. 

The Reconciliation .. 

One more tale of St. Goar may he ad’l'Kl. dealmg tbs 
time with Charlemagne's sons, Pepin and Karlonmn T hes 
two. brave knights both, had had a senous 
the sovereignty o( their father’s vast Empire. Gradually 
2 S widened to a deadly teml. and the bro nets, 
once the best oi friends, became the bitterest 

I thithcr b.. Summoned his diree s^ Kar ™, 
Pcumand Ludwig 2 

s TrT5tr feftsSi£S? ^ | 

“ Z wfwl™y'nf 

same path ' . Penin was the first to conic, 

their father s dominions. 1H 
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and as he sailed up the river with his train he caught 
sight of the shrine of St. Goar, and bethought him that 
there he and his brother had last met as friends. As he 
pondered on the strange fate that had made enemies 
of them, once so full of kindness toward each other, he 
felt curiously moved, and decided to put ashore and kneel 
by the shrine of the saint 

Ere long Karloman and his train moved up the Rhine, 
and this prince also, when he beheld the shrine of St. Goar, 
was touched with a feeling of tenderness for his absent 
brother. Recollections of the time when Pepin and he 
had been inseparable surged over him. and he too stepped 
ashore and mad« his way through the wood to the sacred 
Spot. 

Meanwhile Pepin still knelt before the shrine, and great 
indeed was KitrIonian's astonishment when he beheld his 
brother. But when lie heard Pepin pray aloud that they 
might be reconciled his joy and surprise knew no bounds. 
All armed as he was. he strode up to his kneeling brother 
and embraced him with tears, entreating his. forgiveness for 
post harshnesses. When Pepin raised the prince's visor 
and beheld the beloved features of Karloman. his 
happiness was complete. Together the brothers made for 
their ships; not, however, till they had left valuable gifts 
at the shrine of the saint whose good offices had brought 
about their reconciliation. Together they proceeded to 
the court of C harlemagne, who partitioned his Empire 
between his three sons, making each a regent of his 
portion during his father's lifetime. 

From that time onward the brothers were fast friends. 
Karloman and Pepin, however, had not long to live, for 
the former died in 8to and the latter in the following 
year. 


Gutenfcls 


Gmtenfeh, a Roituime 

A very charming story, and one entirely tacking in the 
element of gloom and tragedy which is so marked a 
feature of most Rhenish tales, is that which tradition 
assigns to the castle of Gutenfcls. Its ancient name ol 
Caub. or Cliaube. still dings to the town above which it 


towers majestically. 

In the thirteenth century Caub was the habitation of Sir 
Philip of Falkenstein and his sister Guta, the latter justly 
neciaimed as the most beautiful woman in Germany. She 
was rcijutod as proud as she was beautiful, and of the 
XyTitors who flocked to Caub to seek her hand in 
marriage none could win from her a word of encourage¬ 
ment or even a tender glance. 

On one occasion she and her brother were present at a 
great tourney held at Cologne, where the flower of knightly 
chivalry and maidenly beauty were gathered m a brilliant 
assembly. Many an ardent glance was directed to the fair 
maid of Caub. but she, accustomed to such homage, was 
not moved thereby from her wonted composure. 

At length a commotion passed through the assembly. 
A knight had entered the lists whose name was not an¬ 
nounced by the herald. It was whispered that lus identity 
was known only to the Archbishop, whose guest he was. 
Of fine stature and handsome features, dad in splendid 
armour and mounted on a richly caparisoned steet, c 
attracted not a little attention, especially fromthefc ^^ 1 ^ 
portion of the assemblage. But for none of the high-born 
ladies had he eyes, save for Gum, to whom his glance was 
ever and anon directed, as though he looked to her to 
bring him victory. The Mushing looks of Gutc chownd 
tim she was not indiflerent to the gnllMtry of the noble 
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stranger, and, truly, in her heart she wished him well. 
With clasped hands she watched the combatants couch 
their lances and charge. Ah I victory had fallen to 
the unknown knight. Soon it became evident that the 
mysterious stranger was to carry ofT the prize of the 
tourney, for there was none to match him in skill and 
prowess. As he rode past the place where Guta sat he 
lowered his lance, and she, in iter pleasure ami confusion 
at this mark of especial courtesy, dropped her glove, 
which the knight instantly picked up, desiring to lx* 
allowed to keep it as a guerdon. 

At the grand ball which followed the tourney the victor 
remained all die evening at Guta’s side, and would dance 
with no other maiden. Young Falkenstein, pleased with 
the homage paid to his sister by the distinguished stranger, 
invited him to visit them at Caub. an invitation which the 
gentle Guta seconded, and which the mysterious knight 
accepted with alacrity. 

True to his promise.ere a week had elapsed he arrived at 
Canb, accompanied by two attendants. I lls visit covered 
three days, during which time his host and hostess did all 
in their power to make Ins stay a pleasant one. Ere he took 
his departure he sought out Guta and made known his love, 
The lady acknowledged that his affection was returned. 

** 1 kaftst Gut-V’ said the knight, ** 1 may not yet reveal 
to thee my name, but if thou wilt a writ my coming, in 
thru: months l shall return to claim my bride, and thou 
shah know alt.” 

■* 1 will be true to thee,” exclaimed Guta passionately. 
“ Though a king should woo me, 1 will be true to thee.” 
And with that assurance from his betrothed the knight 
rode away. 

Three months came and went, and still Guta heard 
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nothing other absent lover, She grew paler and sadder as 
time advanced, not because she doubted the honour of her 
knight, but Ijoeause she feared he had been slain in battle. 
It was indeed a time of wars and dissensions, On the 
death of Conrad IV several claimants to the imperial 
throne of Germany made their appearance, of whom die 
principal were Adolph, Duke of Holland. Richard, Earl 
g f Cornwall, brother to die English king Henry III, and 
Alfonso X. King el Castile. Of these three the most 
popular was Richard of Cornwall, who was finally chosen 
by the Electors, more on account of his knightly qualities 
than because of his fabulous wealth. Among lus most 
ardent followers was Philip of Falkcnstein, who was 
naturally much dated at his master's success, Now 
however, die conflict was over, and Plnlip had returned 

One morning, about six months after the departure of 
Guta’s lover, a gay cavalcade appeared at the gates 
of Onib, and a herald demanded admission fur kichard, 
Emperor of Germany. Philip himself, scarcely concealing 
his by and pride at the honour done him by his sovereign, 
ran out to «** him, and the castle was full of m 
hustle. The Emperor praised Philip heartily for his part 
in the recent wars, yet he seemed absent and uneasy. 

-Sir Philip," he said at length, ** I have com thither to beg 

the hand of thy fair sister; why B she not with us ? 
Falkenstcin was filled with amazement, 

“Sire ” he stammertd, “ 1 fear me thou wilt find my sister 
an unwilling bride. She has t*fu*d many nob esof high 
(State, and I doubt whether even a crown will tempt . ■ * 
However. I will plead with her for thy sake. 

He left the room to seek Guta’s bower, but soon returned 

with dejected mien, l g I 
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“It in as l thought* sire/' he said. “She will not be 
moved. Methinks some heedless knight hath stolen her 
heart, for she hath grown pale and drooping as a gathered 
blossom," 

Richard raised his visor. 

“ Knewest thou me, sir knight ?" he said. 

"Thou art—the knight of the tourney," cried Philip in 
amaze. 

"The same,” answered Richard, smiling. “And I am 
the knight who has won thy fair sister’s heart. We 
plighted our troth after the tourney of Cologne. State 
affairs of the gravest import have kept me from her side, 
where I would fain have been these six months past. 
Take this token 11 —drawing from his breast the glove 
Guta had given him—“and tell her that a poor knight in 
Richard's train sends her this.” 

In a little while Philip returned with his sister. The 
maiden looked pale and agitated, but when she behold 
Richard she- rushed to him and was clasped in his arms. 

“ My own Guta,” he whispered fondly. " And wouldst 
thou refuse an emperor to marry mu?" 

” Yea, truly," answered the- maid, “ a hundred emperors. 
I feared thou hadst forsaken me altogether," she added 
naively. 

Richard laughed, 

"Would 1 be a worthy Emperor an I did not keep my 
troth with such as thou ? ” he asked. 

"The Emperor—thou?" cried Guta, starting back. 

“Yea, the Emperor, and none other," said her brother 
reverently. And once more Guta hid her face on Richard’s 
breast. 

Within a week they were married, and Guta accompanied 

her husband to die court as Empress of Germany. 
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The Story of Schonburg 

to the castle where his bride had passed her maidenhood 
Richard gave the name of GutenfeU—* Rock of Guta 
which name it has retained to this day. 

The Story o/Sckimburg 

The castle of Schfinburg, not far from the town of Racha- 
rach, is now in ruins.but was once a place of extraordinary 
fame, for here dwelt at one time seven sisters of transcen¬ 
dent beauty, who were courted the more assiduous y 
because their father, the Graf von SchSnburg, was reputed 
a man of great wealth. This wealth was no myt , nt 
an actuality, and in truth it had been mainly acquired in 
predatory forays; but the nobles of Rhineland recked 
little of this, and scores of them flitted around and pressed 
their suit on the young ladies. None of these, lowever, 
felt inclined toward marriage just yet, ^ch vowing i s 
yoke too galling ; and so the gallants came in v im to l ie 
castle, their respective addresses being invariably da! red 
with and then dismissed. Suitor after suitor retired in 
despair, pondering on the strange ways of womankind j 
but one evening a large party of noblemen chanced wbe 
assembled at the schloss, and putting their heads togoli.. , 
they decided to press matters to a conclusion* They 
agreed that all of them, in gorgeous raiment, should 
gather in the banqucting-hail of the castle; the « 
sisters should be summoned and called upon m [jertmj. ry 
fashion to have done with silken dalliance and to end 
matters by selecting seven husbands from among ^icm- 
The young ladies received the summons with some ^ 
|J all oi them being bleied.with £ 

humour. and they bade the faugh, who had hrough *u 
rmssage return to his fellows ami tell Arm that thu 
suggested interview would be held. “ Onlyg.ve us tttne 
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said the sisters, *'for the donning of our most becoming 
dresses,’* 

So now die band of suitors mustered, and a brave display 
they made, each of them thinking himself more handsome 
and gorgeous than his neighbours and boasting that he 
would be among the chosen seven. But as time sped on 
and the ladies still tarried, the young men began to grow 
anxious; many of them spoke aloud of female vanity, and 
made derisive comments on the coiffing and the like, 
which they imagined was the cause of the delay j even- 
tnaLly one of their number, tired of strutting before a 
mirror, happened to go to look out of die window toward 
the Rhine. Suddenly lie uttered a loud imprecation, 
and his companions, thronging to the window, were all 
fiercely incensed at the sight which greeted their eyes. 
I'or tile famous seven sisters were perpetrating something 
of a practical joke; they were leaving the castle in a boat, 
and on perceiving the men’s faces at the windows they 
gave vent to a loud laugh of disdain. I IardLy had the 
angry suitors realized that they were the butt of the ladies’ 
ridicule when they were seized with consternation. For 
one of the sisters, in the attempt to shake her fist at the 
men she affected to despise, tried to stand up on one of 
the thwarts of the boat, which, being a light craft, was 
upset at once, 1 he girls’ taunts were now changed to 
loud cries for help, none being able to swim; but ere 
another lmat could be launched the Rhine had claimed 

its prey, and the perfidious damsels were drowned in the 
swift tide. 

But their memory was not dimmed to be erased from the 
traditions of the locality, Near the place where the 
tragedy occurred there are seven rocks, visible only on 

rare occasions when the river is very low, and till lately 
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The Legend of Pfalz 

it was a popular superstition that these rocks were placed 
there by Providence, anxious to impart a moral to young 
women addicted to coquetry and practical jests. 0 
day many boatmen on the Rhine regard these roc*s wit 
awe, and it is told that now and then seven wraiths are 
lo be seen there; it is even asserted that sometimes ther>e 
apparitions sing in strains as delectable as those o t 
Lorelei herself. 


The Legend of Pfalz 

Musing on the legendary lore of the Rhine, we cannot but 
bq struck by the sadness pervading those stones, and wo 
are inclined to believe that every one of them culminates 
in tragedy. Put there are a few exceptions to this ml^and 
among them is a ulc associated with the island of l fair, 
near Bacharach. which concludes in fairly happy fashion, 
if in the main concerned with suffering. 

This island of Pfalr still contains the nitns of a castle, 
known as PfaLgrafenstein. It belonged in medieval days 
to the Palatine Princes, and at the time our stop; opens 
one of these, named Hermann, having suspected his wile, 
,ta Princess Guta, of infidelity, hud lately caused tar to 
be incarcerated within it. Its governor, Cornu von Roth, 
was charged to watch the prisoner's movements carefully . 
but, being sure she mm innocent, his measures with her 
wore generally lenient, while his countess soon formedU 
deep friendship for the Princess. Thus it 
that her captivity was not destined tote® «**«*• 
had aatidtiated, but she soon disillmorc^ a* 
a^rSTy. It should he explained that as yet the 
Princess had borne no children to her husband, whose 
heir-apparent was consequently his brother Ludwig, a 
this person naturally tried tn prevent a teconcriiatum 
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between the Palatine Prince and h is wife, for should they be 
united again, Ludwig's hope to succeed his brother might 
be frustrated. So he was a frequent visitor to the Pfnfy- 
graFeustuin. constantly idling von Roth that he allowed 
tltt 1 rinecss too much liberty. Worse still. Ludwig some* 
times remained at the island castle for a Jong time, and at 
these periods the prisoner underwent constant ill-treatment, 
which the Governor was powerless to alleviate 
The people of the neighbourhood fdt kindly toward Guba, 
but their sympathy was of little avail; and at length during 
one u( Ludwig’s visits to Pfaljcgrafcnstcin it seemed as 
though he was about to triumph and effect a final separa¬ 
tion between the Princess and Hermann. For it transpired 
one evening that Guba was not within the castle, A hue 
and cry was instantly raised, and the island was searched 
by Ludwig and von Roth. “I wager,” said Ludwig, 
that at this very moment Guba is with Iter paramour. 
Let my brother the Prince hear of this, and your life wall 
answer for it. Often have I urged you to be stricter; you 
src now the result of your leniency.” 

Von Roth protested that the Princess was taking the 
air alone; but while they argued the pair espied Guba, 

and jt was as Ludwig had said—she was attended by a 
mao. 

"The bird is snared,” shouted Ludwig; and as he and 
von Kuril ran toward the offending couple they separated 
instantly, the mao making for a boat mooted hard by. 
but ere he could reach it he was caught by his pursuers, 
and recognucd for a certain young gallant of the district, 
l ie was dragged to the castle, where after a brief trial he 
was condemned to be hanged. He blanched on hearing 
the sentence, but faced his fate manfully, and when the 
rojie was about his neck he declared loudly that Guba 
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had always discouraged his addresses and was innocent of 
the sin wherewith she was charged. 

Cuba’s movements thenceforth were watched more strictly 
for a while, yet she seemed to grow more cheerful. while 
one day she even asserted that she would soon lie recon¬ 
ciled to her husband, from whom she had now been 
erased lor six months. In short, sho ann oupoal dm 
she was soon to bo a mother; whtlo she was confident that 
the child would resemble the Palatine Pnnce, and that the 
lattcr’s delight on findingHtnsdf a lather would resuk in 
die ending of all her troubles. The Governor and his lady 
were both doubtful as to the parentage of the re¬ 
membering the recent circumstances which had ^ ^ . 

cast some shadow upon the Pnnoess herself; ye they held 
he r Zc^* awaiting until in due course the Prmcess was 
delivered of a boy! But, alack I the child bore no resem¬ 
blance to Hermann; and so von Roth and Ins wife, meaning 
In be kind, enjoined silence and sent dm child away-aH 
of which was the more easily accomplished as the sptdd 
Ludwig chanced to be far distant at the time. 

At lirst the mother was broken-hearted but the ov 
^d bis wife comforted her by saying that the child wan 
no farther off than a castle on the opposite teaks of he 
« h * Here they assured her, he would be well nurtured, 
Rhme. 1 W« d so long as her son was 

£S£*2? herb ? ?■ 

display of a smell white Hog OO the biUtleruents o l.s 
(uspiay oi * , -offer dav the anxious mother paced 

—** ^ 

Many J^w^nt by inthis fashion, and in course ^ 
{ESLm was Papered to his fathers, and Ludwig ascended 
Ute Palatine throne. But scarcely was bis rule begun em^t 
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was noised abroad that he was a usurper, for a young 
man appeared, who claimed lo be the son of Hermann, and 
therefore the rightful heir. Now, most of (he people 
detested Ludwig, and when they marked the claimant’s 
resemblance to the deettasud Prince a number of them 
handed themselves together to set him upon the throne. 
A fierce civil war ensued, many of the nobles forsaking 
Ludwig for his rival, who, like the late Prince, bom the 
name of Hermann; and though at first it seemed doubtful 
which party was to triumph, eventually Ludwig was worsted, 
and was hanged for his perfidy. The tidings spread 
throughout the Rhineland, and one day a body of mental' 
arms came to Pfalzgra fens lain and informed von Roth 
that h is prisoner was to be freed at once and was to repair 
to the Palatine court, there to take up her rightful position 
as Queen-Dowager. Cuba was amazed on hearing this 
news, tor she had long since ceased to hope that her 
present mode of life would be altered, and asking to be 
presented to the chief messenger that she might question 
him, she suddenly experienced a yet greater suqjrise, . . . 
Yes 1 her son had come tn person to liberate her; and 
von Roth and his wife, as they witnessed the glad union, 
were convinced at last of Cuba’s innocence, for the young 
trian who clasped her to his bosom had changed wondroust)” 
since Ids childhood, and was now indeed tin; living image 
of his father, I‘or some minutes the mother wept with 
joy, but when her son bade her make ready for instant 
departure she replied that she had lost all desire for the 
stalely life of a court, Pfabgrafenstein, she declared, had 
become truly a fart of her life, so here she would end her 
days. Shu find not long to live, she added, and what 
greater pleasure could she have than dm knowledge that 

her son was alive and well, and was ruling lus people wisely ? 
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And so Guba remained at the island, a prison no longer; 
ami daily she paced by the swirling stream, often gazing 
toward the castle where hex son had been nurtured, and 
meditating on the time when she was wont to look there 
for the white flag which meant so much to her anxious 

heart* 


A Legend of Fiirstcnberg 

High above the Rhine tower the mins of Filrstenherg* 
and more than one legend chugs to the ancient pile, linking 

it with stirring medieval times, _ , . , 

Perhaps the most popular of these traditions is that which 
tells of the Phantom Mother of FOrsrenberg, a tale full of 


pathos and tragedy* 

In the thirteenth century there dwelt in the castle 
man, Franz von Furst by name, who, after a wild and 
licentious youth, settled down to a more sober and senous 
manhood. His friends, surprised at the change which 
had taken place in him, and anxious that this new mode 
of life should l>c maintained, urged him to takr a virtuous 
maiden to wife. Such a bride as they desired for him was 
found in Kunigunda von Flarshdm, a maiden who was as 
beautiful as she was high-bom. 

For a time after their marriage all went well, and Franz 
and his young wife seemed quite happy. Moreover, in 
time a son was bom to them, of whom his father seemed 
to be very proud. The Baron's reformation, said his 

friends, was complete. 

One evening there came to Kunigunda a young ^friend. 
The girl, whose name was Amina* was the * aug r v 
robber-baron who dwelt in a neighbouring castle. But 
his predatory acts had at last forced him to flee for hi, 
life, and no one knew whither he had gone. His house- 
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hold was broken up, and Amina, finding herself without a 
home, had now repaired to Fllrstenberg to seek refuge. 
Kunigunda, ever willing to aid those in distress, extended 
a hearty welcome to the damsel, and Amina was hence* 
forth an inmate of the schloss. 

Now, though Amina was Lilly as lovely in face and form 
as her young hostess, she yet lacked the moral beauty of 
Kuniguntfa* Of a subtle and crafty disposition, she showed 
the gratitude of the serpent by stinging the hand extended 
to help her; in a word, she set herself to win the unlawful 
affections of the Lord of Fllrs ten berg. He, weak creature 
as he was, allowed the latent baseness of his nature to be 
stirred by her youth and beamy. He listened when she 
whispered that Kvinigunda had grown cold toward him; 
at her suggestion he interpreted his wife’s modest de- 
meanour as indifference, and already he began to fed the 
yoke of matrimony heavy upon him. 

Poor Kunigimda was in despair when she realized that 
her husband had transferred his affections; but what was 
worse, she learned that the pair were plotting against her 
life. At length their cruel scheming succeeded, and one 
morning Kunigimda was found dead in her bed, Franz 
made it known that she had been stifled by a fit of 
coughing, and her remains were hastily conveyed to the 
family vault. Within a week the false Amina was the 
bride of the Raron von Ftirstcnberg, 

Little Hugo, the son of Kunigunda. was to suffer much at 
the hands of his stepmother and her dependents. The 
new mistress of the Schloss FUmtenberg hated the child 
as she had hated his mother, and Hugo was given into 
the charge of an ill-natured old nurse, who frequently beat 
him in the night localise he awakened her with his cries. 
One night the old hag was roused from her derp by a 
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strange sound, the sound of a cradle being rocked. She 
imagined herself dreaming. Who would come to this 
distant tower to rock the little Hugo? Not Amina, of 
that she was sure I Again the sound was heard, unmis¬ 
takably the creaking of the cradle. Drawing aside her 
bcd-curtains, the crone beheld a strange sight. Over the 
cradle a woman was bending, clad in long, white garments, 
and singing a low lullaby, and as she raised her pale face, 
behold! it was that of the dead Kunigunda. The nurse 
could neither shriek nor faint; as though fascinated, she 
watched the wraith nursing her child, until at cockcrow 
Kunigunda vanished. 

In trembling tones the nurse related what she had seen to 
Franz and Amina. The Baron was scornful, and ridiculed 
the whole affair as a dream. But the cunning Amina, 
though she did not believe that a ghost had visited the 
child, thought that perhaps her rival was not really dead, 
and her old hatred and jealousy were reawakened. So 
she told her husband that she intended to see for herself 
whether there was any truth in the fantastic story, and 
would sleep that night in the nurse’s bed. She did not 
mention her suspicions, nor the fact that she carried a 
sharp dagger. She was roused in the night, as the old 
woman had been, by the sound of a cradle being rocked. 
Stealthily drawing the curtains, she saw the white-robed 
form of the dead, the black mould dinging to her hair, 
the hue of death in her face. With a wild cry Amina 
flung herself upon Kunigunda, only to find that she was 
stabbing at a thing of air. an impalpable apparition which 
vanished at a touch. Overcome with rage and fear, she sank 
to the ground. The wraith moved to the door, turning 
with a warning gesture ere she vanished from sight, and 
Amina lost consciousness. 
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In the morning the Baron sought his wife in vain. He 
found instead a missive telling of her ghastly experience, 
intimating her intention .,{ retiring to a nunnery, and 
closing with an earnest appeal to her husband to repent 
of his crimes. 

The Baron, moved with remorse and terror, followed 
Amina’s example; he sought in the mountain solitudes a 
hermitage where he might end his days in peace, and 
having found such a cell, he confided his little son to the 
care of the pastor of Wedenschicd, and retired from the 
world in which he had played so sorry a [*art. 

Tfie Blind A rcher 

Another legend connected with the ruinr-d stronghold of 
Flirstenberg is the following. Long ago, in the days when 
bitter feuds and rivalries existed between the owners 
of neighbouring fortresses, there dwelt in Fiirstenberg 
a good old knight, Sir Oswald by name, well versed in the 
arts of war, and particularly proficient in archery. He had 
one son, Edwin, a handsome young man who bade fair to 
equal Im father in skill and renown. 

Sir Oswald had a sworn foe in a neighbouring baron, 
Wilm von Sooncck, a rich, unscrupulous nobleman who 
sought by every possible means to get the knight into his 
jlower At length his cunning schemes met with success; 
an ambush was laid for the unsusj>ecting Oswald as he 
rode past Sooncck Castle, attended only by a groom, and 
both he and his servant were flung into a tower, there to 
await the pleasure of their captor. 

And what that nobleman’s pleasure was soon became 
evident. Ere many days had elapsed Oswald was 
informed that his eyes were to be put out, and soon the 
cmd decree was carried into execution, 
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The Blind Archer 

Meanwhile Edwin awaited the conning of his father; and 
when he came not it was at first concluded that he had 
been captured or slain by robbers. But there were no 
evidences forthcoming to show that Sir Oswald had met 
with such a fate, and his son began to suspect that his 
father had fallen into the hands of Baron Wilm, for he 
knew of the bitter hatred which he bore toward the 
knight of FUrstenberg and of his cunning and malice. 
He therefore cast about for a means of verifying his 
suspicions, and eventually disguised Himself as a 
wandering minstrel, took his harp—far he had great 
skill as a musician-— and set off in the direction of 
Sooneck, There he seated himself under a tree and played 
and sang sweetly, directing his gate the while toward a 
strong tower which seemed to him a likely place for the 
incarceration of prisoners. The plaintive charm of the 
melody attracted the attention of a passing peasant, who 
drew near to listen; when the last note of the sang had 
died away, he seated himself beside the minstrel and 
entered into conversation with him. 

41 Me thinks thou hast an interest in yonder tower.” he 
said. 

“In truth it interests me,**responded Edwin, nevertheless 
veiling his concern as much as possible by a seeming 
indifference. “ Is it a prison, think you ?” 

“Ay, that it fe,” replied the peasant with a laugh, “ h I is 
the cage where my lord of Sooneck keeps the birds whose 
feathers be has plucked.” 

Edwin, still with a show of indifference, questioned him 
further, and elicited the fact that the peasant had wit¬ 
nessed the capture and incarceration in the tower of a 
knight and his servant on the very day when Sir Oswald 
and his groom had disappeared. Nothing more could 
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Edwin glean, save that a few days hence Baron Wilm was 
to give a grand banquet, when many nobles and knights 
were to be present. 

The young man, his suspicions thus fully confirmed, fell 
that his next move must be to gain entrance to the castle, 
and he decided to take advantage of the excitement and 
bustle attendant on the banquet to achieve this end. 
Accordingly, on the day fixed for the feast lie again 
donned his minstrel's garb, and repaired to the Schloss 
Sooneck. Here* as lie had anticipated, all was excitement 
and gaiety. Wine flowed freely, tongues were loosened, 
and the minstrel was welcomed uproariously and bidden to 
sing his best songs in return for a beaker of Rhenish. 
Soon the greater part of the company were tipsy, and 
Edwin moved among them, noting their conversation, 
coming at length to the seat of the host, 

♦* It is said," remarked a knight, "that you have captured 
Sir Oswald of Ftlrstcnberg,” 

Wilm, to whom the remark was addressed, smiled know¬ 
ingly and did not deny the charge, 

‘T have even heard," pursued his companion, "that you 
have had his eyes put out." 

The Baron laughed outright, as at an excellent jest, 

11 Then you have heard truly," he said. 

At this point another knight broke into the conversation 
“ It is a pity," said he. ** There are but few archers to 
match Oswald of Fu men berg." 

“ 1 wager he can still hit a mark if it be set up," said he 
who had first spoken. 

11 Done I M cried Sooncck, and when the terms of the wager 
had been fixed the Baron directed that Oswald should be 
brought from the tower, 

Edwin had overheard the conversation with a breaking 
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heart, and grief and shame almost overwhelmed him when 
he saw his father, pitifully quiet and dignified, led into 
the banquet-hall to provide sport fora company of drunken 
revellers. Oswald was informed of the wager, and bow 
and arrows were placed in his hands. 

“ Baron von Sooneck,' 1 he cried, “ where is the mark P " 
“This cup I place upon the table," came the reply. 

The arrow was fitted to the bow, released, and !o! it was 
not the cup which was hit, but the Lord of Sooneck. who 
fell forward heavily, struck to die heart and mortally 
wounded. 

In a moment a loud outcry was raised, but ere action 
could be taken the minstrel had sprung in front of Oswald, 
and boldly faced the assembly. 

“This knight," he cried, '* shamefully maltreated by yonder 
villain, is my father. Whoso thinks he has acted wrongly 
in forfeiting die life of his torturer shall answer to me. 
With my sword 1 shall teach him better judgment." 

The astonished knights, completely sobered by the tragic 
occurrence, could not but admire the courage of the lad 
who thus boldly championed his father, and with one voice 
they declared that Sir Oswald was a true knight and had 
done justly. 

So the blind knight, once more free, returned to his castle 
of Ftlrs ten berg, compensated in part for the loss of his 
sight by the loving devotion of his son. 

Rketnstein and Reichenstein 

Centuries ago the castles of Rhtinstein and Reichenstein 
frowned at each other from neighbouring eminences. But 
far from being hostile, they were the residences of two 
lovers. Kuno of Reichenstein loved the fair Gerda of 
Rhemstcin with a consuming passion, and, as is so 
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common with lovers in nil ages, doubted whether his love 
were returned In his devotion lor the maiden he showered 
on her many gifts, and although his purse was light and he 
was master of only a single tower, he did not spare his 
gold if only hr could make her happy and gain from her 
one look of approval. 

On one occasion he presented to her a beauteous horse of the 
Limousin strain, bred under the shadow of his own castle. 
Deep-chested, with arched neck and eye of fire, the noble 
steed aroused the Liveliest interest in the breast of Cerda, 
and she- was eloquent in her thanks to the giver until, 
observing his ardent glances, her cheeks suffused with 
blushes. Taking her soft hand between his sunburnt 
palms. Kuno poured into her ear the story of his love. 

“ Gerda,” he whispered, '* I am a poor man, I have 
nothing but my sword, my ruined tower yonder, and 
honour. But they are yours. Will you take Lhem with 
my heart ?" 

She lifted her blue eyes to his, full of truth and trust. ** 1 
will be yours,” she murmured; “yours and nmu other’s 
til! death.” 

Young Kuno left Rheinstcin that afternoon, his heart 
beating high with hope and happiness. The blood 
coursing through his veins at a gallop made him spur his 
charger to a like pace. But though he rode fast his brain 
was as busy as his hand and his heart. He must, in 
conformity with Rhenish custom, send as an embassy to 
Cerda’s father one of his most distinguish relation*. 
1 o whom was hr to turn? There was no one but old 
Kurt, his wealthy uncle, whom he could send as an 
emissary, and although the old man had an unsavoury 
reputation, he decided to confide the mission to him. 
Kurt undertook the task in no kindly spirit, for tie 
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disliked Kuno because of hts virtuous life and die cir¬ 
cumstance that lie was his heir, whom he felt was waiting 
to step into his shoes. However, he waited next day 
upon Gowk’s father, the Lord of Rheinstein, and was 
received with all the dignity suitable to his rank and age. 
But when his glance rested upon the fair and innocent 
Gerda, such a fierce desire to make her his arose in his 
Withered breast that when she had withdrawn he demanded 
tier hand for himself. To her father he drew an alluring 
picture of his rank, his possessions, his castles, his gold, 
until the old man, with whom avarice was a passion, gave 
a hearty consent to his suit, and dismissed him with the 
assurance that Gcrda would lie his within the week- 
Hie clatter of hoofs had hardly died away when the Lord 
of Rheinstein sought hts daughter's bower, where she sat 
dreaming of Kimo, In honeyed words the old man 
described the enviable position she would occupy as the 
spouse of a wealthy man, and then conveyed to her the 
information that Kurt had asked him for her hand. 
Cerda. insulted at the mere thought of becoming the bride 
Q f su ch a man. refused to listen to the proposal, even from 
the lips of her father, and she acquainted him with her 
love for Kuna, whom, she declared, she had fully r&clys 
to marry. At this avowal her father worked himself into 
a furious passion, and assured Iter that she should never 
be the bride of such a penniless adventurer. After further 
Insulting the absent Kuno.and alluding in a most offence 
manner to bis daughter’s lack of discernment and good 
taste, he quitted her bower, assuring her as he went that 
she should become the bride of Kurt on the morrow^ 
Gerda spent a miserable night silting by the £»***“ 
her chamber, planning how she m.ght escape from the 
detested Kurt, until at last her weaned Lram rctuied ^ 
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work and she fell Into a troubled slumber. In the morning 
she was awakened by her handmaiden, who. greatly con¬ 
cerned for her mistress, bad spent the night in prayer. 
But Gcrda's tears had fled with the morning, and she 
resolved, come what might, to refuse to the last to wed 
with the hateful Kurt. She learned that Kuno iiad 
attempted to assault the castle during the night with the 
object of carrying her off, but that he had been repulsed 
with some loss to his small force. This made her only the 
moie determined to persist in her resistance to his unde. 
Meantime the vassals and retainers of the house of 
Rheinstein had been summoned to the castle to attend 
the approaching ceremony, and their gay apparel now 
shone and glittered in the sunshine. The sound of pipe, 
Ubotir, and psaltery in melodious combination arose from 
the valley, and all hearts, save one, were happy. The gates 
were thrown open, and the bridal procession formed up to 
proceed to the ancient church where the unhappy Gerda 
was to be sacrificed to Kurt. First came a crowd o( 
serfs, men, women, and children, all shouting in joyful 
anticipation of the wedding feast. Then followed the 
vassals and retainers of the Lewd of Rheinstein. according 
to their several degrees, and, last, the principal actors in 
the shameful ceremony, Kurt, surrounded by his retainers, 
and die Lord of Rheinstein with the luckless Gerda. The 
mellow tones of the bell of St. Clement mingled sweetly 
with the sound of the flute and the pipe and the merry 
voices of the wedding throng. Gerda, mounted upon her 
spirited Limousin steed, the gift of Kuno, shuddered as 
she felt Kurt's eyes resting upon her, and she cast a 
despairing glance at the tower of Kuno's castle, where, 
disconsolate and heavy of heart, he watched the bridal 
procession from the highest turret. 
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The procession halted at the portal of the church, and all 
dismounted save Gerda. She was approached by the 
bridegroom, who with an air of leering gallantry offered 
her his assistance in alighting. At this moment swarms 
of gadflies rested on the flanks of the Limousin steed, and 
the* spirited beast, stung to madness by the flies, reared, 
plunged, and broke away in a gallop, scattering the spec¬ 
tators to right and left, and flying like the wind along the 

river 'bank. , . 

**To horse, to horse!” cried Kurt and the Lord oj 
Rhcinstein, and speedily as many mounted, the bride¬ 
groom, for all his age, was first in the saddle. 

With the clattering of a hundred hoofs the wedding party 
galloped madly along Rhineside, Kurt leading on a fleet 

and powerful charger. „ _ . . 

u Halt j » he cried. " Draw rein—draw rein l Uut not- 
withstanding their shoots, cries, and entreaties, Gcrda 
spurred on the already maddened Limousin, which thun¬ 
dered along the familiar road to Kvino's castle of Reichcn- 
ste in. The noble steed’s direction was quickly espred by 
Kuno.who hastened to the principal entrance of his strong- 


■-Throw open the gates," he shouted, “Down with the 
drawbridge. Bravo, gallant steed l , 

But Kurt was close behind. Gerda could feel the breath 
of his charger on the hands wh.ch held her rein. Close 
he rode by ber, but might never snatch her fa>"> 
saddle. Like the wind they sped. Now she was a pace 
in front, now they careered onward neck and neck. 
Suddenly he leaned over to seme her rein, but at that 
instant his horse stumbled, fell, and threw the anemnt 
gallant heavily. Down he came on a great boulder and 

lay motionless. ^ 


Hero Tales & Legends of the Rhine 

Another mum* and the hoof.be* of the breathless steed 
sounded on the drawbridge of Relchenstdn. The vassals 
of Kuno hastened to the gate to resist the expected attack. 

bMt M 11 none ' For the etched Kurt lay dead, 

J “* hy *J C /^ ™ d £f ****** now eager toaedaim 

Kuno ns their lord, while the Lord of RJteinstein, shrewdly 
observing the direction of affair* took advance of the 
Uimultuons moment to make his peace with Kuno. 

T n,M ** imid ** 

or friends and retainers, and Kuno and Gerda dwelt 
to Rnemstem for many a y Car , fa ving ^ 
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CHAPTER V:FALKENBURG 

TO AUERBACH 

The Legend of Fa/ken burg 

I N the imperial fortress of Falkenburg dwelt the beauti¬ 
ful Liba, the most charming and accompli shed of 
maidens, with her widowed mother. Manj* were the 
suitors who climbed the hill to Fal ken burg to seek the 
hand of Liba, for besides being beautiful she was gentle 
and virtuous, and withal possessed of a modest fortune 
left her by her father. But to all their pleadings she 
turned a deaf ear, for she was already betrothed to a 
young knight named Guntram whom she had known since 
childhood, and they only waited until Guntmm should 
have received his fief from the Palsgrave to marry and 
settle down. 

One May morning, while Liba was seated at a window 
of the castle watching the ships pass to and fro on tlio 
glassy bosom of the Rhine, she beheld Guntram ruling 
up the approach to Falkenburg, and hastened to meet 
btm* The gallant knight informed his ’betrothed that he 
was on his way to the' Palsgrave to receive his lief, and 
had but turned aside in his journey in order to greet h.s 
beloved. She led him into the castle, where her mother 
received him graciously enough, well pleased at her 
daughter’s choice* 

"And now, farewell.'* said Guntram. “I must hasten. 
When I return we two sltail wed; see to it that all is in 

readiness." , 

With that he mounted his horse and rode out of the court¬ 
yard, turning to wave a. gay farewell to Liba. The maiden 
watched him disappear round a turn m the winding path, 
then slowly re-entered the castle. 
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Meanwhile Guntram went on his way, and was at length 
invested with his fief. The Palsgrave, pleased with tht 
manners and appearance of the young knight, appointed 
him to be his ambassador in Burgundy, which honour 
Gun,tram, llumgh with much reluctance, felt it necessary 
to accept. He dispatched a messenger to his faithful 
Liba, informing her of his appointment, which admitted of 
no delay, and regretting the consequent postponement of 
their marriage. She, indeed, was ill-pleased with the 
tidings and felt instinctively that some calamity was about 
to befaU. After a time her foreboding affected her health 
and spirits, her former pursuits and pleasures were neg¬ 
lected, and day after day she sat listlessly at her casement, 
awaiting the return of her lover. 

Cun tram, having successfully achieved hjs mission, 
set out on the homeward journey. On the way he had 
to pass through a forest, and, having taken a wrong 
path, lost his way. He wandered on without meeting 
a living creature, and came at last to an old dilapidated 
castle, into the courtyard of which he entered, thankful to 
have reached a human habitation. He gave his horse to 
a star i ng boy, who looked at him as though he were a ghost. 
" Wherc . is V 0 ** master?" queried Guntram. 

The boy indicated an ivy-grown tower, to which the knight 
rnaue Ins way. I he whole place struck him as strangely 
sombre and weird, a castle of shadows and vague horror, 
e was shown into a gloomy chamber by an aged attendant, 
und there awaited the coming of the lord. Opposite him 
was hung a veiled picture, and half hoping that he might 
solvf the mystery which pervaded the place, he drew aside 
the curtain. From the canvas there looked out at him 
f lady of surpassing beauty, and the young knight started 
back m awe and admiration. 
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In a short time the attendant returned with a thin, tall 
old man. the lord of the castle, who welcomed the guest 
with grave courtesy, and offered tile hospitality of his 
castle. Gum ram gratefully accepted his host's invitation, 
and when he had sapped he conversed with the old man. 
whom he found well-informed and cultured. 

•‘You appear to be fond of music.” said the kmght, 
indicating a harp which lay in a comer of the room. 

He had observed, however, that the strings of the harp 
were broken, and that the instrument seemed to have been 
long out of use, and thought that it possibly had some 
connexion with the original of the veiled portrait. What. 
ever recollections his remark aroused must have been 
painful indeed, for the host sighed heavily. 

- It has long been silent,” he said. “ My happiness has 
(led with its music. Good night, and sleep well. And 
ere the astonished guest [could utter a word the old man 
abruptly withdrew from the room. 

Shortly afterward the old attendant entered, tearing pro¬ 
fuse apologies from his master, and begging that the 
knight would continue to accept his hospitality Guntram 
1 the oil man to hi, chamber. As they passed 
through the adjoining apartment ho stopped before the 

veiled portrait. , 

“Tell me,” he said, “why is so lovely a picture 

hidden?” , «Tt, a f 

“Hen you have seen it? asked the old keeper. That 
is my master's daughter. When she was alive she was 
even more beautiful than her portrait, but she was «7 
capricious maid, and demanded that her lovers shoud per. 
farm well-nigh impossible feats. At last on!, one of these 
lovers remained, and of him she asked that he shouW 
descend into the family vault and bring her a golden 
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crown from the head of one of her ancestors. He did as 
he was bidden, but his profanation was punished with 
death, A stone fell from the roof and lei lied him. The 
young man’s mother died soon after, cursing the foolish 
maid, who herself died in the following year. But crc she 
was buried she disappeared from her coffin and was seen 
no more.” 

\V hen the story was ended they had arrived at the door 
of the knight’s chamber, and in bidding him good night 
the attendant counsel let! him to say his paternoster should 
anything untoward happen, 

Gumram wondered at his words, but at length fell asleep. 
Some hours later he was awakened suddenly by the 
rustling of a woman's gown and the soft strains of a harp, 
which seemed to come from the adjoining room. The 
knight rose quietly and looked through a chink in 
the door, when he lwhidd a lady dressed in white and 
bending over a harp of gold. He recognised in her the 
original of the veiled portrait, and saw that even the 
lovely picture had done her less than justice. For a 
moment he stood with hands clasped in silent admiration. 
1 hen with a low sound, half cry, half sob, she cast the 
harp from her and sank down in an attitude of utter 
despondency. The knight could bear it no longer and 
(quite forgetting his paternoster) he Aung open the 
door and knelt at her feet, raising her hand to his lips. 
Gradually she became composed. “ Do you love me, 
knight ? she said, Guntram swore that he did, with 
m^ny passionate avowals, and the lady slipped a ring on 
his linger. Even as he embraced her the cry of a screech-owl 
mng through the night air. and the maiden became a corpse; 
m his arms. Overcome with terror, beslavered through 
the darkness to his room, where he sank down unconscious. 
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On coming to himself again, he thought for a moment 
that the experience must have been a dream, but the rrng 
on his hand assured him that the vision was a ghastly 
reality. He attempted to remove the gruesome token, but 
he found to his horror that it seemed to have grown to 

In the 8 moming he related his experience to the attendant. 
“Alas, ahs I*' said the old man, - in three times nine days 


Gun tram was quite overcome by the horror of his 
situation, and seemed for a time bereft of hm <*"*** 
Then he had his horse saddled, and galloped as hard a* 
he was :Jile to Falkenburg. Lila greeted him solicitously. 
She could see that he was sorely troubled, but Mon it 
question him. preferring to wait until he should confide 
in her of his own accord. He was anxious that their 
wedding should be hastened, for he thought that his 
union with the virtuous Liba might break the dreadful 

When at length die wedding day arrived everything 
seemed propitious, and there was nothing to indicate the 
misfortune which threatened the bridegroom. The couple 
approached the altar and the priest joined that bands. 
Suddenly Guru ram fell to the ground, foaming and 
rasping, and was carried thence to his home. The 
Kth J Liba stayed by his side, and when he had ^tiall 
recovered the knight told her the story of die “j 

added that when the priest had joined their hamk he ad 
imagined that the ghost had put her co d hand in hi,. 
I iba attemotod to soothe her repentant lover, and sent 

faEjK’TiSi .he u^-^3-33 

This concluded. Guntram embraced his wife, receive 
absolution, and expired* 
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Ltba entered a convent, and a few years later she 
herself passed away, and was buried by the side of her 
husband. 

The Mouse Tower 

Bishop Hatto is a figure equally well known to history and 
tradition, though, curiously enough, receiving a much 
rougher handling from the latter than the former. History 
relates that Hatto was Archbishop of Main? in the tenth 
century, being the second of his name to occupy that see. 
As a ruler he was firm, zealous, and upright, if somewhat 
ambitious and high-handed, and his term of office was 
marked by a civic peace not always experienced in those 
times. So much for history. According to tradition, 
Hatto was a stony-hearted oppressor of the poor, per- 
mitting nothing to stand in the way of the attainment of 
his own selfish ends, and several wild legends exhibit him 
in a peculiarly unfavourable tight. 

By far the most popular of these traditions is that which 
deals with the Afdustturm. or 'Mouse Tower/ situated 
on a small island in the Rhine near Bingen. It has never 
been quite decided whether the name was bestowed because 
of the legend, or whether the legend arose on account of 
die name, and it seems at least probable that the tale is 
of considerably later date than the tenth century. Some 
authorities regard the word Miivseiurtn as a corruption 
of Manth-turm, a 'toll-tower/ a probable but prosaic 
interpretation. Much more interesting is the name * Mouse 
Tower/ which gives point to the tragic tale of Bishop 
Hatto s fate. The story cannot be better told than in the 
words of Southey, who has immortalized it in the follow¬ 
ing ballad ; 


so6 


■p 





The Moiur Tower, 0«u- Biuffeti 

: Jfi h Il'jilVr. L 









































































































































































































The Mouse Tower 


THE TRAJimOS OF BISHOP tIATTO 

The summer and Autumn hfcd been so wet, 

That in winter the com tw growing yet ; 

Tw;ra a ]i i 1 t-c-aJ ^ *i£bt to see all around 
The grain lie rotting on the ground. 

Every day the sTarvlng poor 

Crowded around Bishop liaito's door. 

For he bid it plentiful lisvyeors store, 

And all the neighbourhood could tdl 
Mis gnnlxfc* were furnished well. 

Ai last Bishop Hatty appointed a day 
To fpjiet the poor without delay , 

He b uie them to his gmai barn repair. 

And they should have food for the winter there. 

Rejoiced such tidings good to hear, 

The poor folk flocked from (at and iioar; 

The great barn wa* full as it aould hold 
OF women and children* and younp ana old. 

Then when he raw it could hold no more, 

Bishop 1 IiO to he made ftitt the door * 

And while for mercy on Qiriat they c*U, 
lie set fire to the Iwrn pud bums them »1L 

«r failli. Tib an excellent bonfire r* quoth he* 

« And the country it grimily obliged to iu« 

For ridding it in these times forlorn 
Of r.its ihii yidf consume the corn,' 1 

So theti tn libs pakce returned lie. 

An J he sat down to supper merrily; 

And he slept that night like an innocent mim. 

But Bishop Hallo tntw dept fltfain* 

In the morning *5 he enter'd ih^ hall 
Wliere his picture hung again*! the w*JI* 

A sweAt like death all over lum ante, 

For the rath hid eaten it out of the frame. 

As he looked them came a man from hi* farm, 
He had a countenance while with alarm ; 

"My lord, I opened you: granaries ibis mom. 
And die mts IiaJ eateo all your eufm" 
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Atiothn cam- running presently, 

And he was pete n pile cmtkJ be , 

!i *? y ^ A>,d ‘iUOlfl h-\ 

len thruis;and uu we cabling this * 4l _ 

The Lord fdrgm yoo for yesterday f" 

*' £Jf If® ro ro T *ower on the Rhine, r replied be, 

" J « the t*r«t place in Germany ; 
rhe walls are high ami the -shores are sietp, 

Atid the stream is strong and the water deep," 

Ifi-.li'P Hutto fisufijlty hastened away, 

Aiut he cfo&stil the Rhnifi without tlctny* 

An 3 rta r }lC:,J kk sittfl binxd wdh <*re 
AN windows, dutu^ ind there. 

H:: laid him down and closed his eyes 
scion a si:?c4m inud? him *rtst% 

He started and saw two eyes of flame 
■ l!S fr™» wfunice the screaming fjmte+ 

He lbtencd and tooWr-tt was only the .at; 

tllr tfrew more fearful for Lhat, 

J ' ,>T “* i^ewnine, mad with fear, 

At the army ofm* dial were drawing n:nr. 

For they Imve swum over the river 10 deep. 

And they lave climbed the shores so nm. 

Ans| up ihu tower feh-uir my it bent, 

° wort for which they were Fent. 

They we nm to be told by the <fn, en or score, 
JJ::? 1 ‘K -"I myriads ami more. 

t,l m . ,Cr ' ^™ Vo b«n beard of hthire. 

ch « judgment had never been witnessed of yore. 

3 >«wn on ht$ levees the UUhop f(j[L 

A 1 !^ **?£*?* h " bwd " « be tell. 

As l ouder and hnidw, drawing new, 

I he gnawing of thnjr teeth be otmld htu. 

J “*f \y * *t* Md ,n “> door, 

f^iteSSfffi ’ t S* * nd n P *5ft ihe Bow. 

£ i'" shl “ d £■ ‘eft- from Iwhlnrt ami before, 

1 rom wiihin ami without, fir™ *bov* * nd tleta - 

And all w « lxt to the ];„bop drey fo. * 


A Legend of Ehrenfels 

They have whetted their teeth igaiiut ihe tlones, 
And now they picl lilt Iliihop'a bores ; 

They gnawed the flesh from every limb. 

For they were sent to do judgment on him. 


A Legend of Ekrenfds 

Many other tales are told to illustrate H<UtO £ i.rueti\ anti 
treachery. Facing the Mouse Tower, on the opposite 
bank of the Rhine, stands the castle of Eh/enfels, the 

scene of another of his ignoble deeds, 

Conrad, brother of the Emperor Ludwig, had, it is said, 
been seized and imprisoned in Ehrenfels by the Franconian 
lord of that tower, Adalbert by name. It was the fortune 
of war, and Ludwig in turn gathered a small force and 
hastened to his brother’s assistance. His attempts to 
storm the castle, however* were vain ; the stronghold and 
its garrison stood firm. Ludwig was minded to give up 
the struggle for the time being, and would have done so, 
indeed, but for the intervention of bis friend and adviser, 


Bishop Ham „, 

m Lcav e him to me " said the crafty Churchman. 

know how to deal with him.’’ 

Ludwig was curious to know how his adviser proposed to 
get the better of Adalbert, whom he knew of old to he a 
man of courage and resource, but ill-disposed toward the 
reigning monarch. So the Bishop unfolded his scheme, 
to which Ludwig, with whom honour was not an out¬ 
standing feature, gave his entire approval, 

In pursuance of his design Hatto sallied forth unattended, 
and made his way to the beleaguered fortress. Adalbert, 
himself a stranger to cunning and trickery, hasten 
admit the messenger, whose garb showed him to be a 

priest, thinking him bound on an errand of peace. 1 
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and therefore highly desirable, resolved to raise a castle 
upon the lofty eminence. But the more he considered the 
plan tbc more numerous appeared the difficulties in the 
way of its consummation. 

Every pro and con was carefully argued, but to no avail. 
At last in desperation the nobleman implored assistance 
from the Enemy of Mankind, who, hearing his name 
invoked, and scenting the possibility of gaining a recruit 
to the hosts of Tartarns, speed ily manifested his presence, 
promising to build the castle in one night if the nobleman 
would grant him the first living creature who should look 
from its windows. 7 o this the nobleman agreed, and upon 
the follow ing day found the castle awaiting his possession. 
Me did not dare to enter it t however. But he had com¬ 
municated his secret to his wife, who decided to dreutn- 
vent the Evil One by the exercise of her woman's wiL 
Mounting her donkey, she rode into the castle, bidding all 
her men follow her. Satan waited on the alert. But the 
Countess amid great laughter pinned a kerchief upon 
the ass s head, covered it with a cap, and, leading it to the 
window, made it thrust its head outside. 

Satan immediately pounced upon what he believed to be 
his lawful prey, and with joy in his heart seized upon and 
carried off the struggling beast of burden. But the donkey 
emitted such a bray that, recognizing the nature of his 
prize, the Fiend in sheer disgust dropped it and vanished 
in a sulphurous cloud, to the accompaniment of inextin¬ 
guishable laughter from Rhcirigrufenatein. 

Rfidesftcim and Us Legends 

The town of Riidesheim is a place famous in song and 
story, and some of the legends connected with it date from 
almost prehistoric times. Passing by in the steamer, the 
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Rtideshcim Sf its Legends 

traveller who cares for architecture will doubtless be 
surprised to mark an old church which would seem to be 
at least partly of Norman origin: but this is not the 
only Trench association which Rudeshcim boasts* for 
Charlemagne, it is said* loved the place and frequently 
resided there, while tradition even asserts that he it was 
who instituted the vine-growing industry on the adjacent 
hills. He perceived that whenever snow fell there it 
melted with amazing rapidity; and. judging from this 
that the soil was eminently suitable for bringing forth a 
specially fine quality of grape, he sent to France tor a few 
young vine plants. Soon these were thriving in a manner 
which fully justified expectations. The wines of Riideshcim 
became exceptionally famous; and, till comparatively 
recent times, one of the finest blends was always known 
as Wein von Orleans* for it was thence that the pristine 
cuttings had been imported. 

Rut it need scarcely be said, perhaps* that most of the 
legends current at Riidcsheim are not concerned with so 
essentially pacific an affair as the production of Rhenish, 
Another storv of ihe place relates how one of its medieval 
noblemen, Hans, Graf von Brauser, having gone to 
Palestine with a band of Crusaders, was taken prisoner by 
the Saracens; and during the period of his captivity he 
vowed that, should he ever regain his liberty, he would 
signify his pious gratitude by causing his only daughter, 
Minna, to take the veil. Rather a selfish kind of piety 
this appears I Yet mayhap Hans was really devoted to 
Ids daughter, and his resolution to part with her possibly 
entailed a heart-rending sacrifice; while, be that as it maj, 
he had the reward he sought, for now his prison was 
stormed and he himself released, whereupon he hastened 
hack to his home at Rtidesheim with intent to fulfil his 
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promise to God. On reaching his schloss. however, Graf 
Hans was confronted by a state of affaire which had not 
entered into his calculations, the fact being that in the 
interim his daughter had conceived an affection for a 
young nobleman called Waliher, and had promised to 
marry him at an early date. Here, then, was a complica¬ 
tion indeed, and Hans was sorely puzzled to know how 
to act, while the unfortunate Minna was equally perplexed, 
and for many weeks she endured literal torment, her heart 
being racked by a constant storm of emotions. She 
was deeply attached to Walt her, and she fett that she 
would never be able to forgive herself if she broke her 
promise to him and failed to bring him the happiness 
which both were confident their marriage would produce ; 
but, on the other hand, being of a religious disposition, 
she perforce respected the vow her father had made, and 
thought that If it were broken he and all his household 
would bedoomed to etemaldamnation, while even Walther 
might be involved in their ruin. "Shall I makehim happy 
in this world only that he may lose his soul in the next ? *' 
she argued; while again and again her father reminded 
her that a promise to God was of more moment than a 
promise to man, and he implored her to hasten to the 
nearest convent and retire behind its walls. Still she 
wavered, however, and still her father pleaded with her. 
sometimes actually threatening to exert his parental 
authority. One evening, driven to despair, M inna sought 
to cool her throbbing pulses by a walk on the wiiid*swept 
heights overlooking the Rhine at Riidesheim. Possibly 
she would be able to come to a decision there, she thought; 
but no! she could not bring herself to renounce her lover, 
and with a cry of despai r she flung herself over the steep 
rocks into the swirling stream. 
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Gisela 

A hideous death it was. The maiden was tmmobfi <>* 
the altar of superstition, and the people of Rudes 
were awestruck as they thought of the pathetjc fo 
drifting down the river. Nor did pMMM » 
member the story, and down to recent times the boatmen 
of the neighbourhood, when seeing the Rhine wax stormy 
at the place where Minna was drowned were want t > 
whisper that her soul was walking abroad, and that th 
maiden was once again wrestling with the conflicting 
emotions which had broken her heart long ago. 

Knight Brdmser of Rddesheim was one or those who 
renounced comfort and home ties to thr0W ^ \ 

the Crusaders. He wits a widower, and F* 
beautiful daughter, Gisela. In the holy wars in l ales 
tine BrQ mser soon became distinguished ror I* km* 
and enterprises requiring wit and prowess often were 

N^rLfdUhat the Christian camp was thrown into 
consternation by the appearance of a huge dragon wha 
wok up its abode in the mountainous country, the only 
locality whence water could be procured.jmd the 

l’L7r P uLS“e poJeS though 
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which divided them. , j «*„***» 

At last the brave Brbmser offered to attempt te^E . 

destruction. and after a valiant strugg - rurnrftTrif 

slaying it- On his way back to .he camp he""‘3^ 
by a party of Saracens, and after Vano^ hardsh ps aas 
cast into a dungeon. Here he remained to misery for a 
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long while, and during his solitary confinement he made 
a vow that if he ever returned to his native land he 
would found a convent and dedicate his daughter as its 
first nun. 

Some lime later the Saracens' stronghold was attacked 
hy Christians and the knight set free. In due course ho 
returned to Riidesheim, where he was welcomed by Gisela, 
and the day after his arrival a young knight named (Curt 
of Pal kenstein begged him for her hand. Giscla avowed 
her love for Kurt, and Brbmscr sadly replied that he would 
willingly accede to the young people’s wishes, for Falken- 
stein s father was his companion-in-arms, were he not 
bound by a solemn vow to dedicate his daughter to the 
Church. When Falkenstein at last understood that the 
knights decision was irrevocable he galloped off as if 
craved. The knight s vow, however, was not to be fu!filled; 
Giseia s reason became unhinged, she wandered aimlessly 
through the corridors of the castle, and one dark and 
stormy night cast herself into the Rhine and was drowned. 
Brbmser built the convent, but in vain did be strive to free 
his conscience from remorse. Many were his benefactions, 
and be built a church on the spot where one of his ser¬ 
vants found a wooden figure of the Crucified, which was 
credited with miraculous powers of healing. But all to no 
purpose. Haunted by the accusing spirit of his unfortu¬ 
nate daughter, he gradually languished and at last died in 
t e same year that the church was completed. 

Further up the river is Oestricb, adjacent to which 
stood the famous convent of Gottuthal. not a vestige 
of which remains to mark its former site. Its memory 
is preserved, however, in the following appalling legend, 
the noble referred to being the head of one of the ancient 
families of the neighbourhood. 
at6 
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The Nun of Oestrkh 

Among the inmates of Goitesthal was a nun of surpassing 
loveliness, whose beauty had aroused the wild passion of 
a certain noble. Undeterred by the Tact of the lady being 
a cloistered nun, he found a way of communicating his 
passion to her, and at last met her face to face, despite 
bars and bolts. Eloquently he pleaded his love, aweanng 
to free her from her bonds, to devote his life to her if 
only she would listen to his entreaties. He ended his 
asseverations by kneeling before the statue of the \ irgm, 
vowing in her name and that of the Holy Babe to be 
true, and renouncing his hopes of Heaven if he shou d ai 
in die least of Ids promises. The nun listened and in the 
end, overcome by bis fervour, consented 10 hia ' 

So one night, under cover of the darkness, she sto 
the sheltering convene, forgetting her vows in the arms of 
her lover. Then for a while she knew a gu.lty happiness, 
bet even this was of short duration, for the kmghl soon 
tired and grew cold toward her. At length she was loft 
alone, scorned and sorrowful, a prey to mtsery wln e her 
betrayer rode off in search of other loves and gateltes. 
spreading abroad as he went the story of his conquest and 

his desertion. , . . 

When the injured woman learned the true character 

her lover her love changed to a frenzied hate. , 
whole being became absorbed to a desire for revenge, 
her thoughts by day being occupied by sdtemes fo ^ 
passing his death, her dreams by night being reddened 
by his blood. At last she plotted with a band of ruffians, 
promising them great rewards if they would 
her enemy, They agreed and, waylaymg ^e noble 
stabbed him fatally in the name of the woman he had 


Hero Tales & Legends of the Rhine 

wronged and slighted, then, carrying the hacked body 
into the village church, they riung it at the foot of the 
altar. 

That night the nun, in a passion of insensate fury, stole 
into the holy place. Down the length of the church she 
dragged her lover's corpse, and out into the graveyard, 
tearing open his body and plucking his heart therefrom 
with a fell purpose that never wavered- With a shriek 
she flung it on the ground and trampled upon it in a 
nithlessncss of hate terrible to contemplate. 

And the legend goes on to tell that after her death she 
still pursued her lovcrwith unquenchable hatred. It is said 
that when the midnight belt is tolling she may yet be seen 
seeking his tomb, from which she lifts a bloody heart. 
She gazes on it with eyes aflame, then, laughing with 
hellish glee, flings it three times toward the skies, only to 
let it fall to earth, where she treads it beneath her feet, 
while from her thick white veil runnels of blood pour 
down and all around dreary death-lights burn and shed 
a ghastly glow upon the awful spectre. 

Ingelheim: Charlemagne the Robber 
Among the multitude of legends which surround the 
name of Charlemagne there can hardly be found a 
quainter or more interesting one than that which has for 
a background the old town of Ingelheim (Angel's Home), 
where at one time the Emperor held his court. 

It is said that one night when Charlemagne had retired 
to rest he was disturbed by a curious dream. In his vision 
he saw an angel descend on broad white pinions to his 
bedside, and die heavenly visitant bade him in the name 
of the Lord go forth and steal some of his neighbour's 
goods. The angel warned him ere he departed that the 
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speedy forfeiture of throne and life would be the penalty 
for disregarding the divine injunction. 

The astonished Emperor pondered the strange message, 
tat finally decided ttat it wan tat a dream and he turned 
on his side to finish his interrupted slumbers. Scarcely 
had he closed his eyelids, however ere lhe . d '""' “ n 
senoer was again at his side. exhorting him m stdl 
stronger terms to go forth and steal ere die night £*** 
and threatening him this time w.th the loss of bts soul 

£-*££' WiTt S" 5 

warned for nothing, should be asked «> «o out m ^ead 
of night and steal his neighbours goods, like ' 
common robbers whom he was won. to g" 1 ***^ 
No! the thing was preposterous SomefiendhadappMrc 
ia angelic form to temp. him. And again bur "“Of h '“ 
sank in his pillow. Rest, however, "as denredhtm. For 
a third time the majestic being appeared, and m tones 
still more stern demanded his obedience^ 

•<lf ihou be not a thief, said he, ere y _ ' 

sinks in the wesr. then an thou lost, body and soul, fo 

The Emperor could no longer disbelieve thedh rine nam re 
of the message, and he arose sadly, dressed hnnstlfjn 
lull armour, and took up his sword and shield, h P 
and hunting-knife- Stealthily he qmtted etamUri 

fearing everymomentiobediscoverec. . privily 

self being detected by his own com. m the«t of taitty 

leaving his own palace, as 1 S , 

and the though, was intolerable. But h mjwl «" 

unfounded: all-warders, porters, pages, E 
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the very dags and horses—were wrapped in a profound 
slumber. Confirmed in bis determination by this miracle 
--for it could be nothing less—the Emperor saddled his 
favourite horse, which alone remained awake, and set out 
on his quest. 

I t was a beautiful night in late autumn. The moon hung 
like a silver shield in the deep blue arch of the sky, 
casting weird shadows on the slopes ajid lighting the 
gloom of the ancient forests. But Charlemagne had no 
eye for scenery at the moment. He was filled with grief 
and Shame when he thought of his mission, yet he dared 
not tnm aside f mm j L To add to hh m - he ^ 

unacquainted with the technicalities of the profession thus 

thrust upon him. and did not quite know how to set 
about it* 

Tor the first time in his life, too. he began to sympathise 

. h hc r f*** , i hfld outlawed and persecuted, and to 
understand the mks and perils of their life. Nevermore, 
he vowed would he hang a man for a trifling inroad upon 
{us neighbours property. 

WW„'f h " S . . pursu ff 1 l ' , 'f refl «« io " s » knight, clad from 

head to foot in coal-black armour and mounted on a black 

ff ° m 3 dump0rtrees and rexie unseen 

Charlemagne continued to meditate upon the dangers and 
misfortunes of a robber’s life. 8 

olrcrVt I£lt T St; ’ Sa : d ht 10 ^self; “for a email 

W^hi^ L epr,Vcd " m ° f 'ond and fee. and have 

Svcsl r lke “ ! T B $ He Md his knights risk their 

rhurch r m Hc re8 P«“ -or <bo doth or the 
Church, It tsi tme, yet methinks he is a noble follow for 

tfufT d lh= P ;|f im ' but rathetenriches then, 
220 ^ ,h plunder. Would he were within* now!" 
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H is reflections were suddenly stopped, for he now observed 
the black knight riding by his side. 

■'Jt may be the Fiend," said Charlemagne to himself, 

spurting his steed. 

But though he rode faster and faster, his strange com¬ 
panion kept pace with him. At length the Emperor 
reined in his steed, and demanded to know who the 
stranger might be. The black knight refused to answer 
his questions, and the two thereupon engaged in furious 
combat. Again and again the onslaught was renewed, 
till at last Charlemagne succeeded in cleaving his oppo¬ 


nent's blade. 

” My life is yours," said the black knight. 

"Nay," replied the monarch, “what would I with your 
life f Tell me who you arc, for you have fought gallantly 

this night." „ , , , 

The stranger drew himself up and replied with simple 

dignity, “lam Elbegast," 

Charlemagne was delighted at thus having his wish fut- 
filled. He refused to divulge his name, but intimated 
that he, too. was a robber, and proposed that they s ou 
join forces for the night. 

M have it," said he. "We will rob the Emperors 
treasury, I think I could show you the way. 

The black knight paused. “ Never yet." he said, " have 
1 wronged the Emperor, and 1 shall not do so now. Bui 
at no great distance stands the castle of Eggcnch von 
Eggcnntjndj brotfwr-in-law to the Emperor, e p~ J 1 
secuicd the poor and betrayed the innocent to death 1 
he could, he -odd take Ike life of *e E"!*""- ■*«“* “ 
whom he owes all. Let us repair thither. 

Near their destination they tied their horses to a tree and 

strode across the fields, Onthe way Charlemagne wren chc 
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off the iron share from a. plough, remarking that it would 
he an excellent tool wherewith to bore a hole in (he castle 
wall—a remark which his comrade received in silence, 
though not without surprise. When they arrived at the 
ca3tle E Ibegast seemed anxious to see the ploughshare at 
work, for he begged Charlemagne to begin operations, 

" 1 know not how to find entrance," said the latter. 

Lei us make a hole in the wall," the robber-kiugiusug* 
gested, producing a boring instrument of great strength. 
1 he Emperor gallant ly set to work with his ploughshare, 
though, as the wail was ten feel thick, it is hardly surprising 
that he was not successful. The robber. Laughing at his 
comrade s inexperience, showed him a wide chasm which 
hts boring instrument had made, and bade him remain 
there while he fetched the spoil. In a very short time he 
returned with as much plunder as he could carry. 

Lei us get away, said the Emperor. *' We can carry no 
more." 

Nay, said Elbegast, "but 1 would return, with your 
permission. Jn the chamber occupied by Eggcrich and 
his wife there is a wonderful caparison, made of gold and 
covered with little bells. I want to prove my skill by 
carrying it off.” 

"As you will," was Charlemagne's laughing response. 
Without a sound Elbegast reached the bedchamber 
of ms victim, and was about to raise the caparison 

when he suddenly stumbled and all the bells rang out 
dearly. 


" My sword, my swordr cried Eggerich. springing up, 
while Elbegast sank back into the shadows. 

" Nay,” said the lady, trying to calm her husband. ■' You 
did but hear the wind, or perhaps it was an eviJ dream. 
1 bou hast had many evil dreams of late, Eggerich; 


Ingelhcim: Charlemagne the Robber 
me thinks there is something lies heavily on thy mind. 
Wilt thou not tell thy wife?" 

Eibe^asi listened intently while with soft words ant. 
caresses the lady strove to win her husband's secret. 

.. Weil ” said Eggerich at last in sullen tones, * l we have 
laid a plot, my comrades and I. Tomorrow we go to 
Ingeiheim. and ere noon Charlemagne shall be slam and 

his lands divided among us. , . • 

“ What 1 w shrieked the lady. “Murder my brother! 
That will you never while I have strength to warn him. 
But the villain, with a brutal oath, struck her so hereof 
in the face that the blood gushed out, and she sank back 

unconscious. , _ 

The robber was not in a position to avenge the cruel aa, 
but he trawled nearer the couch and caught some of the 
blood in his gauntlet, for a sign to the Emperor. W hen 
he was once more outside the castle he told hts com. 
panion all that had passed and made as though to return. 
- | will strike off his head, 11 said he. “ The Emperor is 
no friend of mine, but l love him st ill. 

“What is the Emperor to us?’ cried Charlemagne. 
“ Are yon mad that you risk our lives for the Emperor. 
The black knight looked at him solemnly. 

■■An we had not sworn friendship.' said he “your life 
should pay for these words. Long hvo the ^poror 
Charlemagne, secretly delighted with the loyally' ol the 
outlawed knight, recommended him to seek the Emperor 
on the morrow and warn him of his danger. But 
Elbegast, fearing the gallows, would not consent to 
this; so bis companion promised to do it in his stead 
and meet him afterward in the forest. V\ ith d^t ey 
parted, the Emperor returning to his palace, where he 

found all as be had left it. ^ 
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In the morning he hastily summoned his council, told 
them of his dream and subsequent adventures, and of the 
plot against his life. The paladins were filled with horror 
and indignation, and Charlemagne's secretary suggested 
that it was time preparations were being made for the 
reception of the assassins. Each band of traitors as they 
arrived was seized and cast into a dungeon. Though 
apparently clad as peaceful citizens, they were all found to 
be armed. The last band to arrive was Jed by Eggerich 
himself. Great was his dismay when he saw his followers 
led off in chains, and angrily he demanded to know the 
reason for such treatment. 

Charlemagne thereupon charged him with treason, and 
Eggerich flung down the gauntlet in defiance. It was 
finally arranged that the Emperor should provide a 
champion to do battle with the traitor, the combat to take 
place at sunrise on the following rooming. 

A messenger rode to summon Elbegast, but he had 
much difficulty in convincing the black knight that it 
wm not a plot to secure his undoing. 

"And what would the Emperor*with me?" he de¬ 
manded of the messenger, as at length they rode 
toward Ingelheim. 

" To do battle to the death with a deadly foe of our lord 
the Emperor—Eggerich von Eggerniond,” 

" God bless the Emperor! ” exclaimed Elbegast fervently, 
raising his helmet. "My life is at his service.’ 
Charlemagne greeted the knight affectionately and asked 
what he had to tell concerning the conspiracy, whereupon 
Sir Elbegast I carl essly denounced the villainous Eggenehi 
and said he, 11 1 am ready to prove my assertions upon his 
body." The challenge was accepted, and at daybreak 
the following morning a fierce combat took place. The 
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Issue, however, was never in doubt: Sir Elbegast was 
victorious, the false Eggerich was slain, and his body 
hanged on a gibbet fifty feet high. The emperor now 
revealed himself to the black knight both as his com¬ 
panion* robber and as the messenger who had brought 
him the summons to attend his Emperor. 

Charlemagne's sister, the widow of Eggerich, he gave to Sir 
Elbegast in marriage, and with her the broad lands which 
had belonged to the vanquished traitor. Thenceforward 
the erstwhile robber and his sovereign were fast friends. 
The place where these strange happenings befell was 
called htgi'ihmn, in memory of the celestial visitor, and 
Ingelheim it remains to this day. 

The Knight and the Yellow Dwarf 
Fife Id is the principal town of the Rheingau, and m 
ancient times was a Roman station called Alta Villa. In 
the fourteenth century it was raised to the rank of a town 
by Ludwig of Bavaria, and placed under the stewardship 
of the Counts of Elx 

These Counts of Eh dwelt in the castle by the rivers 
edge, and of one of them. Ferdinand, the following talc 15 
told. This knight loved pleasure and wild living, and 
would indulge his whims and passions without regard to 
cost. Before long he found that as a result of tits extra¬ 
vagance his possessions had dwindled away almost to 
nothing- He knew himself a poor man, yei his desire for 
pleasure was Still unsatisfied. Mortified and angry, he 
hid himself in the castle of Elz and spent his time lament¬ 
ing his poverty and cursing his fate. W hile in this frame 
of mind the news reached him of a tournament that t to 
Emperor purposed holding in celebration of his we 1 mg. 
To this were summoned the chivalry and beauty of 
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Germany from far anti near, anti soon knight!* anti ladies 
were journeying to take Lhdr pari in the tourney, the 
feasting and dancing, 

Ferdinand realized that he w as precluded from joining his 
brother nobles and was inconsolable. He became the 
prey of rage and shame, and at last resolved to end a life 
condemned to ignominy. So one day he sought a height 
from w hich to hurl himself, but ere he could carry out his 
purpose there appeared before him a dwarf, clad in yellow 
from top to toe. With a leer and a laugh he looked up 
at the frantic knight, and asked w hy the richest noble in 
the land should be seeking death. Something in the 
dwarfs tone caused Ferdinand to listen and suddenly to 
hope for he knew not what miracle. His eves gleamed 
as the dwarf w r ent on to speak of sacks of gold, and when 
the little creature asked for but a single hair in return 
he laughed aloud and offered him a hundred. But the 
dwarf smiled and shook his head. The noble bowed with 
a polite gesture, and as lie bent his head the little man 
reached up and plucked out but one hair, and , lo! a sack of 
gold straight way appeared. At this Ferdinand thought that 
he must be dreaming, but the sack and gold pieces were 
real enough to the touch, albeit the dwarf had vanished 
Then, in great haste, I' erdiuand bought rich and costly 
clothing and armour, also a snow-white steed caparisoned 
with st ed and purple trappings, spending on these more 
than twenty sacks of gold, for the dwarf returned to the 
noble many times and on each occasion gave a sack of 
gold In exchange for one hair At last Ferdinand set 
out for the tournament, where, besides carrying off the 
richest prizes and warning the heart of many a fair lady, 
he attracted the notice of the Fmpcror. who invited him 
to stay at his court. 
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Ami there the knight resumed his former passions and plea* 
stires, living the wildest of lives and thinking no price too 
high for careless enjoyment. And each night, ere the hour 
of twelve finished striking, the yellow d war f appeared with 
a sack of gold, taking his usual payment of only one hair. 
This wild life now began to tell upon Ferdinand. He fell 
an easy prey to disease, which the doctors could not cure, 
and to the prick* of a late-roused conscience, which no 
priests could soothe. All his wasted past rose before him. 
Day and night his manifold sins appeared before him 
like avenging furies, until at last, frenzied by this double 
torture or mind and body, he called upon the Devil to aid 
him m putting an end to his miserable existence, for so 
helpless was he, ho could neither reach nor use a weapon. 
Then at his side ap|>earod once more the dwarf, smiling 
and obliging as usual. He proffered, not a sack of gold t his 
time, hut a rope of woven hair, Lite hair which he had taken 
from Ferdinand in exchange for his gold. In the morning 
the miserable noble was found banging by that rope. 

Mainz 

Mainz, the old Maguruiacum, was the principal fortress 
on the Upper Rhine in Roman times. It was here that 
Crescent ins, on< of the first preachers of the Christian 
faith on the Rhine, regarded by local tradition as 
the pupil of St, Peter and first Archbishop of Mainz, 
suffered martyrdom in the reign of Trajan in a,o. 103 . 
He was a centurion in the Twenty-second Legion, 
which had been engaged under Titus in the destruction 
of Jerusalem, and it is supposed that he preached the 
Gospel in Mainz for thirty-three years before his execu¬ 
tion. Here also it was that the famous vision of Con¬ 
stantine, the cross in the sky, was vouchsafed to the 
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Christian conqueror as he went forth to meet the forces 
of Maseru!us. The field of the Holy Cross in the vicinity 
of Mainz is still pointed out as the spot where this m trade 
took place. The city flou rished under the Cariovitigians, 
and was in a high state of prosperity at the time of Iiishop 
Hatto. whose name, as we have seen, has been held tip to 
obloquy in many legends, 

During the fourteenth century Mainz shared the power 
and glory of the other cities of the Kbenish Confederation, 
then in the full (lush nf its heyday. I ts cathedral witnesses 
to its aforetime civic splendour. This magnificent build¬ 
ing took upward of four hundred years to complete, anti 
its wondrous brazen doors and sumptuous chapels arc 
among the finest ecclesiastical treasures of Germany. 

The Fiddler 

In the cathedral of Mainz was an imago of the Virgin, on 
whose feet were golden slippers, the gift of some wealthy 
votary, Of this image the following legend is told: 

A poor ragged fiddler had spent the whole of one bitter 
winter morning playing through the dreary streets with¬ 
out any taking pity upon his plight. As he came to the 
cathedral lie felt an overmastering desire to enter and 
t xmr out his distress i n the presence of his Maker. So he 
crept in, a tattered and forlorn figure, lie prayed aloud, 
chanting his woes in the same tones which he used in the 
street to touch the hearts of the passers-by. 

As he prayed a sense of solitude came upon him, and he 
rf aHzrd that the shadowy allies were empty. A sudden 
whim seized him. lie would play to the golden-shod 
V irgin and sing her one of his sweetest songs. And 
drawing nearer he lifted his old fiddle to his "shoulder, 
and into his playing he put all his longing and pain ; his 


The Fiddler 

quavering voice grew stronger bcncsth the stress of his 
fervour, U was as if the springtime had come about him ; 
Hfe was before him, gay and joyful, sorrow ami pain were 
unknown. He sank to his knees before the image, and as 
he knelt, suddenly the Virgin lifted her foot and, loosening 
her golden slipper, cast it into the old man's ragged bosom, 
as if giving alms for his music. 

The poor old man. astounded at the miracle, told himself 
that the Blessed Virgin knew how to pay a poor devil who 
amused her. Overcome by gratitude, he thanked the 
giver with ali His heart, 

I le would fain have kept the treasure, bin he was starving, 
and it seemed to have been given him W relieve his dis¬ 
tress. He hurried out to the market and went into a 
goldsmith's shop to offer his prize. But the man recog¬ 
nized it at once, Then was the poor old fiddler worse off 
Lhan before, for now he was charged with the dreadful 
crime of sacrilege. The old man told the story lhc 
miracle over and over again, but he was laughed at for 
an impudent liar. He must not hope, they told him, for 
anything but death, and in the short space of one hour he 
was tried and condemned and on his way to execution. 
The place of death was just opposite the great bronze 
doors of the cathedral which sheltered the Virgin. " Ifl 
most die;' said the fiddler, “ I would sing one song to my 
old fiddle at the feet of the Virgin and pray one prayer 
before her. I ask this in her blessed name, and you cannot 

refuse me,” t „ . 

They could not deny the prisoner a dying prayer, and, 
closely guarded, the tattered figure once more entered 
the cathedral which had been so disastrous tohim, He 
annroMhcd the ahar of ihe Virgin. his eyes filling will, 
tiirs as again he held his old fiddle in his hands. Then he 
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played and sang as before, and again a breath as of spring¬ 
time stoic into the shadowy cathedral and life seemed glad 
and beautiful. When the music ceased, again the Virgin 
lifted a foot and softly she llung her other slipper into the 
tiddler's bosom, before the astonished gaze of the guards. 
Everyone there saw the miracle and could not but testify 
to the truth of the old man's former statement; he was at 
oneu freed Irom his bonds and carried before the city 
lathers, who ordered his release. 

And it is said that, in memory of the miracle of the 
Virgin, the priests provided for the old fiddler for the 
rest of Ins days. In return for this the old man sur¬ 
rendered the golden slippers, which, k is also said, the 
reverend fathers carefully locked away in the treasure- 
chest, lest the V irgin should again be tempted to such 
extravagant almsgiving. 

The Maidens Leap 

Once in the Hardt mountains there dwelt a giant whose 
ortress cum to a tided a wide view of the surrounding 
country. Near by. a lovely kdy, as daring in the hum 
as s e was s *iifuI at spinning, inhabited an abandoned 
cast e. ne day the twain chanced to meet, and the gtant 
thereupon resolved to possess the beauteous damsel, 
bo he sent his servant to win her with jewels, but 

the deceitful fellow intended to hide the treasures in a 
forest. 

i here he met a young man musing in a disconsolate 
an nude, who confided that poverty alone kept him from 
avowing low passionately he adored his sweetheart, 

1 he shrewd messenger reaped that this rustic’s charmer 

1S , 1 . c f San ?, fc / a ' r J ad y w ' ,u had beguiled his master's 
soli , e so toted the youth s aid in burying the treasures 
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promising him a share in the spoil sufficient to enable him 
to wed his beloved. 

In a solitary spot they dug a deep hole, when suddenly 
the robber assailed his companion, who thrust him aside 
with great violence, in his rage the youth was about to 
stab the wretch, when he craved pardon, promising to 
reveal a secret of more value than the jewels he had 
intended to conceal. 

The youth stayed his hand, and the servant related how 
his master, for love of the pretty mistress of the castle, 
had sent him to gain her favour. 

Conscious of hisworth, the ar dcniyouth scornful lydeclared 
that he feared no rival, then, seizing half of the treasure, 
he left the wretch to his own devices. 

Meanwhile the giant impatiently awaited his servants 
return. At length, tired of waiting, he decided to visit 
the lady and declare m person his passion Tor her. Upon 
his arrival at the castle the maid announced him, and it 
was with a secret feeling of dread that the lady went to 
meet her unwelcome visitor. More than ever captivate 
by her charms, the giant asked the fair maid to become 
his wife. Oft being refused, he threatened to kill her and 

demolish the castle, ... 

The poor lady was terrified and she tearfully implored 
the giant s mercy* promising to bestow all her treasure 
upon him. Her maids, too. begged him to spare their 
mistress's life, but he only laughed as they knelt before 
him. U Itimately the hapless maiden consented to marry 
her inexorable wooer, but she attached a novel condition : 
she would ride a race with her relentless suitor, and should 
hti overtake her she would accompany him to his castle, 
hut the resolute maiden had secretly vowed to die rather 

than submit to such degradation. Choosing her fleetest 
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Steed, she vaulted nimbly into the saddle and galloped 
away. Her persecutor pursued dose behind, straining 
ev':ry nerve to come up with her. Shuddering at the 
vtry thought of becoming his bride, she chose death as 
the only alternative. So she spurred her horse onward to 
the edge of a deep chasm, 

The noble animal neighed loudly as though conscious of 
impending danger. I he pursuer laughed grimly as he 
thought to seize his prize, hut his laughter was turned to 
rage when the horse with its fair burden bounded lightly 
across the chasm, landing safely oil the other side. 

The enraged tyrant now beheld his intended victim 
kneeling in prayer and her steed calmly grazing among 
the green verdure by her side. He strode furiously hither 
and t hi tiler, searching for a crossing, and suddenly a shout 
ofjoy told the affrighted maid that he had discovered some 
passage. 

His satisfaction, however, was shortlived, for just then a 
strange knight with drawn sword rushed upon the giant. 

1 he maid watched the contest with breathless fear, and 
many times she thought that the tyrant would slay her 
protector. At last in one such moment the giant stooped 
to dutch a huge boulder with which he meant to over- 
whelm his adversary, when, overreaching himself, he 
supped and fell headlong down the steep rocks. 

I hen the maid hastened to thank her rescuer, and great 
was her surprise to discover in the gallant knight the 
youth whose former poverty had kept him from wooing 
her. They returned to the castle together, and it was not 
long ere they celebrated their wedding. 

Doth lived long and happily, and their union was blessed 
with many children. The rock is still known as “The 
Maiden's Leap." 
ijJ 
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The IVomierfttl Rond 

Near Hamburg, on the pinnacle of a lofty mountain, are 
the ruins or balkenstein Castle, access to which is gained 
by a steep, winding path. 

Within the castle walls there once dwelt a maiden of 
surpassing beauty. Many suitors climbed the stern 
acclivity to woo this charming damsel, but her stem 
father repelled one and ah. Only Kuno of Sayn was 
firm enough to persevere in his suit against the rebuffs of 
the stubborn Lord of Falkenstein, and in the end he was 
rewarded with the smiles and kind looks of the fair 
maid. 

One evening, as they watched the sun set. Kuno pointed 
out to the maiden where his own castle was situated. 
The beauty of the landscape beneath them made its appeal 
to their souls, their hands touched and clasped, and their 
hearts throbbed with the passion felt by both, A few 
days later Kuno climbed the steep path, resolved to 
declare his love to the damsel's father, Fatigued with 
the ascent, he rested for a brief space at the entrance to 
the castle ere mounting to the tower. 

The Lord of Falkcnstcin and his daughter had beheld 
Kuno's journey up the rugged path from the w indows of 
the tower, and the father demanded for what purpose 
he had come thither. With a passionate glance at the 
blushing maid, the knight of Sayn declared that he had 
come to ask the noble lord for his daughter's hand in 
marriage. After meditating on the knight's proposal 
for some time, the Lord of Falkenstein pretended to be 
willing to give his consent—but he attached a condition. 
«■ | desife a carriage -drive to be made from the lowland 
beneath to the gate of my castle, and if you can accom- 
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plish this my daughter’s hand is yours—but the feat must 

be achieved by to-morrow morningt ’* 

The knight protested that such a task was utter!}' impos 
stble for anyone to perform, even in a month, but ail to no 
purpose. He then resolved to seek some way whereby he 
could outwit the stubborn lord, for he would not willingly 
resign his lady dove. He left the tower, vowing to do his 
utmost to perform the seemingly impossible task, and as 
be descended the rocky declivity his beloved waved her 
handkerchief to encourage him, 

Now Kuno of Sayn possessed both copper and stiver 
mines, and arriving at his castle he summoned his over¬ 
seer. 1 he knight explained the nature of the task which 
e estre to be undertaken, but the overseer declared 
that all his miners, working day and night, could not 
make the roadway within many mouths. 

Dism.i} t?d. Kuno left his castle and wandered into a dense 
forest, driven thither by his perturbed condition. Night 
cast us j } s ladows over the foliage, and the perplexed 
lover cursed the obstinate Lord of Fa Ike n stein as he forced 
ius way through the undergrowth. 

Suddenly an old man of strange and wild appearance 
stood m his path. Kuno at once knew him fur an earth- 
spirit, one of those mysterious guardians of the treasures 
of the sod who are jealous of the incursion of mankind 
into their domain. 

Kuno of Sajn, he said, “do you desire to outwit 

V , ^ ^ ^ alkenstein and win Jits beauteous 

daughter? 

Although startled and taken aback by the strange appari¬ 
tion, Kuno hearkened eagerly to its words as showing an 

himself ° f eSai|Jt rr0111 thc dilcmma ir » which he found 
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"Assuredly! I do,” he replied, "but how do you propose 
I should accomplish il?" 

1 Cease to persecute me and my brethren, Kuno, and vve 
shall help you to realize your wishes,” was the reply. 

1 Persecute you!” exclaimed Kuno. " In what manner 
dn I trouble you at all, strange being 1 ? ” 

" You have opened up a silver mine in our domain," said 
the earth-spirit, " and as you work it both morning and 
afternoon we have but little opportunity for repose. Mow, 

I ask you, can we slumber when your men keep knocking 
on the partitions of uur house with their picks ? " 

M What, then, would you have, my worthy friend?” asked 
Kuno, scarcely able to suppress a smile at the wistful w ay 
in which the gnome made his complaint. " 1 ell me, 1 pray 
you, how E can oblige you." 

iJ By Instructing your miners to work in the mine during 
the hours of morning only.” replied the gnome. " By so 
doing I and my brothers will obtain the rest we so much 
require.” 

*< it shall be as you say,” said Kuno; " you have my word 
for it, good friend." 

" In that case,” said the earth-spirit, "we shall assist you 
in turn. Go to the castle of Falkenstein after dawn 
to-morrow morning, and you shall witness the result Ol 
our friendship and gratitude.” 

Next morning the sun had scarcely risen when Kuno 
saddled his steed and hied him to die heights of Falken- 
stein. The gnome had kept his word. There, above and 
in front or him, he beheld a wide and lofty roadway leading 
to the castle-gate from the thoroughfare below. \V till joy 
in his heart he set spurs to his horse and dashed up the 
steep but smooth acclivity. At the gate he encountered 
the old Lord oi Falkenstein and his daughter, who had 
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been apprised of the miracle that had happened and had 
come out to view the new roadway. The knight of Say it 
related ^^advttutire with the earth-spirit, upon which tlir 
i.ord of Falkenstcin told him how a terrible thunderstorm 
mingled with unearthly noises had raged throughout the 
night. Terrified, he and his daughter had spentihe hours 
of darkness in prayer, until with the approach of dawn 
some or the servitors had plucked up courage and 
ventured forth, when the wonderful avenue up the side 
of the mountain met their startled gaze. 

Kuno and his lady-love were duly united Indeed, so 
terrified was the old tord by tile supernatural manifests- 
turns of the dreadful night he had just passed through 
that he was incapable of further resistance to the wishes 
of the young people. The wonderful road is still to he 
seen, and is marvelled at by all who pass that way. 


Osric the Lion 

Other tales besides the foregoing have their scene laid in 
tic e o\ l atkensterin* notable among - them being the 

°^^ sr * c die Lion, embodied in the following weird 
ballad from the pen of Monk Lewis: 
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Wh«rF if* ™ ne '* billows, and toner the plain*, 
‘'Jure tiiktnsicm t^stEe'* oiijtitfc remains 
JTieir iuoas<orered turret* Hill rear: 

S 1?!?! tU r T° lf > [dM tht ™ in ’ “> iwowl, 
hit Umc from the battle sent* pour* the lone o* | 

1 ter rijntj m the pass ctigera tar. 

Ko Jtingtr rettmnd through the vault! of von hall 
i hr. *ong of n* nuncird, and mirth of the ball: 

I noie pleasure! for ever are fled - 

S" e dweli * llj f her llsht-shunnmg bttod, 

* . T ‘! li ™bui!-: flow L lamour fur food 

And juI 1* dark, aJJenl, am] dread I 


Oiric the Lion 

dost ihou not see, by the moon's trembling light 
Directing hit steps, where advance* a Vrnght, 

His eye big with vengeance and rale? 

TU Ovrie the Lion his nephew who lead*. 

And swift up the crackling old staircase proceeds, 

Gains the hall, end quick doses the gate. 

Now round him young Carlo min, casting his eves, 

Surveys die sad set ns with dismay and surprise, 

And fear steals the rose from hU cheeks. 

His spirits forsake him. his courage is Mown; 

The hand of Sir Qsric he clasps in his own. 

And while his voice falter* lie speaks, 

t* p !car uncle," he murmurs, "why linger wc here? 

Ti* late, and these chambers arc damp and are drear, 

Keen blows through the ruins the bias: l 
Oh I let us away end out journey pursue: 

Fair BlumenbcTE's Castle will ris* on our riev., 

Soon as Knikensiciu forest be jessed- 

" Why roll Nluj your eyeballs? why glare they *0 wild ? 

Ob ! chide no: ray weakness, n' t frown, that a child 
Should view these apartments willi dread - 
For know that full oft have I heard from my nurse, 

There still on this castle has rwled a curve, 

Since innocent blood here *aa shed, 

"She said, too, had spirits,and ghosts all in white, 

Here used to resort at the dead time of night, 

Nor vanish till breaking of day; 

And still at their coming is heard the deep tone 
Of .1 hell loud arid awful—hart 1 hark t twas a gtoan r 
Good uncle, oh! let us away I" 

"Peace. ser|>n'.'" thus Osric the Lion replies. 

While rage and malignity gleam in hi* eyes; 

■ pjiy journey and lire here roust close: 

T|jv castle’s proud turrets no mote shall ihou sec ; 

Ho*more betwixt Blumenbergs lordship and me 
Shalt thou stand, aad iny greatness oppose. 

My brother lies breathless on paWtirit’i plains, 

And then once removed, to his noble domains 
My Tight can no lival deny: 

Then, strip!iriC, prepare on my dagger to bli-td , 

No succour is near, a d thy fait is decreed, 

Commend thee to Jon* and die I 
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Thin -wring, he seise* the hoy by the *r m, 

Whose gnrfrends the suited hell'* roof, while *Utm 
Uss lira ft of all fortitude fob; 

His hmbs sink beneath him; distracted wiih fears, 

h ** w c ‘* fee,J baltl " <*>•» «'"* 

And Spare me I oh, spire me ! " he sobs* 

Bui vabiy I he miser cant he trie, to appease: 

AndT fl]n!y he dup m despair round hi, fcneM, 

And sties in soft accents for life; 

In mowed by his sorrow, unmoved b v his prater 
herce Osnc has fisted his hand in his hair/ ' 

And ntus fl[ hw bosom a knife. 

Sf5J' ‘t e * ,cd 2 ashcs with Wood, strange to tell I 

S “' . dOC * S'® of t}ie hollow-totted hell 

i he presence of midnight declare: 

ItpsfT&T 1 * f,b *»fr bristle, high. 

Hears Osrrc a voice, loud and terrible, err, 

In sounds hewi-appai)^ “ Fotbear!" 

ShrS^T ' f, rkl I '•» diunba «„„J. 

b 'h. ^ B d J lauslilc-r; tl» „||, ,h,k emmi . 

I he groaning roof threaten* to fall ■ 

S* “2!1 * thui ’ (]er * b|ue «D“m V -till flash : 

\ , '*“«« "title; door, clih. 

And flames spread their waves through the hall. 

The cktnoui increases, the portal* c™ nt j| 

0 OflT Ve<IIC H? 2^ aiai!llc no * » Wd 

(Jr demons, all dropping with core, 

grl[ "' and ™ fBOmlr °u* height 

« they burst on his sight, 

And sinks without sense on the floor. " 

Nni so his fell nodehe secs that ihe ihmnr 

F 1 ? u'l * hri r fcb * a ^ 

Ami well the sad spectre he knowi 1 
The demons well, curse, her step, onwards am- 

Anri'jaji aat tsissssef —■» 

:; s ^ jfc'ajagtefss; xt d "^ i 

Of which thou hast made me the prey 
S&**?^ 1 ^ii«tui*bDd thy coming to Ma . 

& n° ^bonound by thJ 

call* thee to atiguBh 


The Conference of the Dead 

11 Thy passion one*? anted, thy l&v* became hate; 

Thy hand gave the draught which consigned me to fate* 

Nor thought \ death hifked in the bowl r 
Unfit for the grave, stained with lust, swelled wit is pridt f 

Unblessed* flinhiolvnf, un repenting, I died, 

And demons strain seized on my ionh 

"Thou corner, and wub tmujxuf ] feel my breast swell: 

Full long have I suffered the tonne n Is of hell* 

And now shall (is pleasures be mine ! 

S.tt, see, how the fiends are athirst for thy blood! 

Twelve years has my panting heart furnished their food. 

Come, wretch* let them feast upon thine 1 h> 

She said, and the demons their prey flocked around; 

They dashed him, with horrible yd\ cm the ground* 

And blood down his limbs irickled fast ; 

Hia eyes from their sockets with fury ihty tote; 

They fed on his entrails, all recking with gore. 

And bis four/ was Ulrddm 1 * nepasi* 

But now the grey cock told the coming ot day I 
The binds with their victim >mtigh[ vanished aw*y p 
And Carlomans heart throbbed again ; 

With terror recalling the deeds of the night, 

Tie rose, and from Falkeostein speeding his flight! 

Soon reached his paternal domain. 

Since then, all with horror the ruins behold ; 

No shepherd, though strayed be a lamb from his fold. 

No mother, though Imi be her child* 

The fugitive dares in these chambers to seek, 

Where fiend* nightly revel* and guilty ghosts shriek 
to ascents most fearful and wild 1 

Oh 1 shun them, ye pilgrims I though laic be the hour, 

Though loud howl the tempest, and fast Fall the shower; 

From Fatkenstem Gfcttfe begone ! 

There still their sad huaquet heir* denuera share; 

There CHrie the -Lion still raves in despair: 

Breathe a prayer for his soul* and p&ss on I 

The Conference of the Dead 

A legend of later date than most of the Rhineland talcs, 
but Still or sufficient interest to merit inclusion among 
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****** h whi ^ attaches to the palace of Bibcrich. 
I>ibench lies on the right bank of the river, not very far 
from Maine, and its palace was bulk at the beginning of 
ue eighteenth century by George Augustus, Duke of 
Nassau. 

The legend states that not long after the erection of the 
palace a Duchess of Nassau died there, and lay in state as 
bem ted her rank in a room hung with black velvet and 
lighted with the glimmer of many tapers. 

Outside in the great hall a captain and forty-nine men 

or th e Dukes bodyguard kept watch over the chamber of 
death* 

it was midnight. The captain of the guard, weary with 
!vis vigil, had gone to the door of the palace for a breath 
of air Just as the last stroke or the hour died away lie 
btheU the approach of a chariot, drawn by six magnificent 
c , j lu. a Hirses, which, to his amazement, drew up before 
the palace. A lady, veiled and clad in white, alighted 
and made as though she would enter the building. But 

imntder tam ^ ^ chaIIcn y cd ,he bold 

■* Who arc you/' he said sternly, ' who seek to enter 
die palace at this hour? My orders are to Jet none 

I -MSS. 

*’ ‘ f , r " 1 ! at ! y ? f th< ; bedchamber to our late Duchess," 

• I a .'\ m ct> ^d, imperious tones; "therefore I 
demand the right of entrance 

instant ]*** 1,er vc5J * the captain, 

>v i.hou, fS£r , " itei hcr ,o cmcr "*= 

•• \Vh« can she want here at this time of night- ho said 

S!lt!T Whc " thc tad >’ hatl P*M Into .ho death' 
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‘•Who can say?” replied the lieutenant “Unless, per- 
chance,” lie mused, " we were to look.” 

The captain took the hint, crept softly to the keyhole, and 
applied his eye thereto. « Ha! ” he said, shrinking back 
in amazement and terror, and beckoning to his lieutenant. 
« In Satan’s name what have we here ? ” 

The lieutenant hastened to the chamber door, full of 
alarm and curiosity. Tutting his eye to the keyhole, he 
also ejaculated, turned pale, and trembled. One by on* 
the soldiers of the guard followed their officers’ example, 
like them to retreat with exclamations of horror. And 
little wonder; for they perceived the dead Duchess sitting 
up in lied, moving her pale Bps as though in conversation, 
while by her side stood the lady of the bedchamber, pair: 
as she, and clad in grave-clothes. For a lime the ghastly 
conversation continued, no words being audible to the 
terror-stricken guard; bur from time to time a hollow 
sound reached them, like the murmur of distant thunder. 
At length the visitor emerged from the chamber, and 
returned to her waiting coach. Duty, rather than inclina¬ 
tion, obliged the gallant captain to hand her into her 
carriage, and this task he performed with praiseworthy 
politeness, though his heart sank within him at the touch 
of her icy fingers, and his tongue refused to return the 
adieu her pale lips uttered- With a flourish of whips the 
chariot set off. Sparks flew from the hoofs of the horses, 
smoke and flame buret from their nostrils, and such was 
their speed that in a moment they were lost to sight. I fie 
captain, sorely puzzled by the events of the night, returned 
to his men. who were huddled together at die end of the 
hall furthest from the death-chamber. 

On the morrow, ere the guard had had time to inform the 
Duke of these strange happenings, news reached the 
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jxilacc that the first lady of the bedchamber had died or 
the previous night at twelve o’clock. It was supposed 
that sorrow for her mistress had caused her death, 

Eppstein 

Of the castle of Eppstein. whose ruins still remain in a 
valley of the Taumis Mountains, north of Bibench, die 
following curious story is told. 

Sir Eppo, a brave and chivalrous knight—and a wealthy 
one to boot, as were his successors of Eppstein for many 
generations—was on- day hunting in the forest, when lie 
became separated from his attendants and lost his way. 
In, the heat of the chase his sense of direction had failed 
him* and though h t sounded his bugle loud anil long 
there was no reply. 

Ttrcd out at length with wandering hither and thither, 
hvj rested himself in a pleasant glade, and was surprised 
and charmed to hear a woman's voice singing a mournful 
melody in soft, clear tones. It was a sheer delight to 
Sir Eppo to listen to a voice of such exquisite purity, yet 
admiration was not the only fed mg it roused in Ids breast, 
i lit re was a note of sadness and appeal in the song, and 
what were knighthood worth if it heeded not the voice 
f d,r tody in distress? Sir Eppo sprang to his feet, 
forgetting Ins own plight in the ardour or chivalry, and 
set off in the direction from which the voice seemed to 
come. Th- way was difficult, and he had to cut a passagc 
With his sword through the dense thicket that separated 
him from the singer. At length, guided by the melancholy 
notes, he arrived before a grotto, in which he Wield a 
maiden of surpassing beauty, but of sorrowful mien, 
When she saw the handsome knight gating at her with 
mingled surprise and admiration she censed her song and 
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Eppstein 

implored his aid. A enrol giant, she said, had seized her 
and brought her thither. At the moment he was asleep, 
but he tmd tied her to a rock so that she might not 

escape. , , 

Her beauty and grace, her childlike innocence, her piteous 

plight, moved Sir Eppo strangely. First pity. «h*n a 
stronger emotion dawned in his breast He severe \ct 
bonds with a stroke of his keen falchion. 

“ What can f do to aid thee, gentle maiden? he said. 
*«You have bat to command me; henceforth 1 am thy 

knight, to do battle for dree.'' . 

The damsel blushed at the courteous words, but she lifted 
her eyes bravely to the champion who had so unexpectedly 

-R^um to m^cast 1 she said, “ and them wi,t 

a consecrated 'net. Bring it hither. If I ay it uponthc 
giant he will Income as weak as a babe and w ill be ^ > 

Eagerly the young knight obeyed the command, and 
having found the net according to the damsel « directions 
be made all haste to return. At the grotto he P»*j 
hid himself, for the strident voice of the gtao could be 
heard within. Presently the monster emerged, and do- 
rrirted in search of reeds wherewith to make a pipe. >* 
Loner had he disappeared than the maide n iw l jW 
tl,c grotto, and Sir F.ppo came out ot lus coneealmcnt an 

m*v»* «* Sh ir^ l fJSSl i 

heartfelt gratitude. and then homed with her ■»*•«*«> 
the top of the mountain, .here .he knew the giant had 

Arriv^ « her destination, site laid down the net and 
££*d it With moss, leaves, and sweet-erndhug herbs. 
While engaged in her task the gtant came np, anti the 
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damsel smilingly told him that she was preparing a couch 
whereon he might take some rest. Gratified at her solid* 
rude, he stretched him sell unsuspectingly on the fragrant 
pile. In a moment the damsel, uttering the name of the 
Trinity, threw a portion of the net over him. so that he 
was completely enveloped. Immediately there arose such 
loud oaths and lamentations that the damsel ran in terror 
to i he knight, who had now come upon rhe seenr:. 

“ Let us fly,” she said, '* lest he should escape and 
pursue us.” 

Hut Sir Eppo strode to the place where the howling 
monster lay entangled in the net, and with a mighty 
effort roiled him over a steep precipice, where he was 
instantly killed. 

The story ends happily, for Sir Epjxj and the maiden he 
had rescued were married soon after; and on the spot 
where they had first met was raised the castle of Epp* 
stein. It is said that the bones of the giant may still be 
seen there. 

Florsheim : The Shepherd Knight 
In the now ruined castle of WJIensiem, overlooking the 
wooded heights of the Westrich. dwelt Sir Bodo of Flor* 
shorn and his fair daughter Adeline, The maiden's beaut}', 
no less than her father’s wealth, attracted suitors in plenty 
from the neighbouring strongholds, but the spirit of love 
had not yet awakened in her bosom and etch and all were 
repulsed with disconcerting coldness and indifference, and 
they left the schloss vowing that the lovely Adeline was 
utterly heartless. * 

One day there came to Sir Bodo a youth of pleasing 
manners and appearance, picturesquely clad in rustic garb, 
who begged that lie might enter the knight's service in 
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Use capacity of shepherd. Though he hinted that he was 
of noble birth, prevented by circumstances from revealing 
his identity, yet he based his request solely on his merits 
as a tender of Hocks and herds, and as Sir Bodo found 
that he knew his work well and that bis intelligence was 
beyond question, he gave him tin- desired post, As time 
went on Sir Bodo saw no reason to regret his action, for 
his flocks and herds prospered as they had never done 
before, and none but good reports reached him concerning 
his servant. 

Meantime Adeline heard constant references to Otto (as 
the shepherd was called) both front her father and her 
waiting-women, l he former praised his industry and 
abilities, while the latt-r spoke of his handsome looks and 
melancholy air, his distinction and good breeding, and 
the mystery which surrounded his identity. AH this 
excited the maiden's curiosity, and her pity was aroused 
as well, for it seemed that the stranger had a secret grief, 
which sometimes found vent in tears when he thought 
himself unobserved, 

Adeline saw him for the first time one afternoon while she 
was walking in the castle grounds. At sight of her he 
paused as Lhough spell-bound, and the maiden blushed 
under his earnest scrutiny. A moment later, however, he 
recovered himself, and courteously asked her pardon for 
his seeming rudeness. 

“ Forgive me, fair lady.'* said he; “ it seemed that I saw 
a ghost in your sweet face/’ 

Adeline, who had recognized him from the descriptions 
she had received, now made herself known to him, and 
graciously granted him permission to walk with her to 
the castle. His offence was readily pardoned when he 
declared that the cause of it was a fancied resemblance 
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between Adeline and a dear sister wham death had lately 
n bbed him of. Ere they parted tlm young jjenplc were 
already deeply in love with one another, and bad promised 
to meet again on the following day. The spot where they 
had first encountered each other became a trysting-place 
which was daily Hallowed by fresh vows and declarations. 
On one such occasion Otto told his beloved the story of 
Ills early life and revealed to her his identity. Tt was 
indeed a harrowing talc, and one which drew a full meed 
of sympathy from the maiden, 

Otto and his sister—she whose likeness in Adeline's face 
had first arrested his attention—had been brought up by 
a cruel stepfather, who had treated them so brutally that 
Otto was at length forced to flee to the castle of an uncle, 
who received him kindly and gave him an education 
befitting his knightly station. A few years later he had 
returned home, to find his sister dead—slain by the ill- 
treatment of her stepfather, who, it was even said, had 
hastened her death with poison. Otto, overcome with 
grief, confronted her murderer, heaped abuse on his 
head, and demanded his share of the property. The only 
answer was a sneer, and the youth, maddened with grief 
and indignation, drew bis sword and plunged it in his 
tormentor’s heart, A moment later he saw the probable 
consequences of his hasty action, concealed himself in the 
woods, and thenceforth became a fugitive, renounced 
even by his own uncle, and obliged to remain in hiding 
in order to escape certain death at the hands of the 
murdered man'*; kindred. In a fortunate moment he had 
chanced to roach Fltirsheim, where, in his shepherd’s 
guise, he judged himself secure. 

Adeline, deeply moved by the talc, sought to put her sym¬ 
pathy in the practical form of advice. 

246 


Florshcim : The Shepherd Knight 

“Dear Otto,” she said, "l« us go to my father and tell 
him all. We must dispatch an embassy u> your unc,e 
in Thuringeo, to see whether he may not consent to a 
division of the property. Take courage, and your rightful 

position may yei be assured.” . 

So it was arranged that on the following day the lovers 
should seek Sir Bodo and ask his advice in the matter. 
But alasl ere their plans could be earned out Bodo him- 
self sent for his daughter and informed her that he had 
chosen a husband for her. Sir Siegebert. a wealthy and 
noble knight, just returned from Palestine. 

In vain Adeline wept and implored. Her father remained 
adamant, and at last lost his temper and confined her 
within strict bounds till she should conseni to the 
marriage. Sir Siegebert was but .it pleased wuh her 
pale cheeks and haggard eyes and her obvious distaste 
for bis society; and seeing this, Bodo was more than 
ever wroth, and swore to send her to a nunnery if she did 

not greet her lover with a better face. 

Div after day Otto waited at the trysting-place, yet hia 
mistress did not appear. nor did die send him any message. 
He was filled with anguish at the thought that her ardent 
VOWS were forgotten, and wandered through the woc^s 
like one distraught, seeking solace and bud mg none. t 
length news reached him that on the morrow lm Moved 
was to wed with the knight Siegebert, and his ast shred 
of hope vanished- He made his way to a brid^ where 
he had often watched lor Adelines comm £' am 1 
prayer flung himself into the turbid stream beneath. 

Meanwhile «h= ending emelty to ^ 

■ -i ^ a her to a state oi temnea 

'iubniiseion'" so that, scarce knowing what die did. she 
wed Siegebert. At length all was in reading 
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for the ceremony; the bells were ringing gaily, the feast was 
spread, and the bride arrayed in her wedding dress. Unseen 
she slipped out by a little postern gate and made her way 
quickly to the hut of her shepherd. Alas! it stood empty, 
In despair she ran hither and thither, calling bis name in 
anguished accents. Suddenly she espied some shepherds 
endeavouring to draw' something out of the water. A 
strange instinct told her die truth, and she crept closer to 
the little group. One glance sufficed to show' her that it 
was her lover’s corpse which was being taken ashore. No 
need to ash how he had perished, or why I With a wild 
cry she flung herself into the- stream where Otto had met 
his death, and was speedily overwhelmed. 

The bridal party sought high and low for the bride, but 
she was nowhere to be seen, Bodo loudly vented his 
indignation at his daughter $ rebelliousness, but his anger 
was changed to mourning when the body of lIic drowned 
maiden was washed ashore a few days later. Too late 
he repented him of his rash folly. All his lamentations 
could not restore poor Adeline to life. He caused the 
lovers to hr buried together, and spent the remainder of 
his days in prayer and penitence. 

i : rank fort 

I-rank fort, the castle of the Franks, was. it is said, 
founded by Charlemagne at the time of the overthrow 
of the pagan Saxons, which has already been recorded 
in the .S eng of ths Saxons. \ lere Charlemagne was led 
across the Rhine by deer, escaping with his army from 
certain slaughter at the hands of die savage horde who 
sought to ambush him. Other picturesque stories cluster 
found the city, the best of which are the following. 


The Poacher of Frankfort 


The Poacher of Frankfort 

In die city of Frankfort-on-ihe-Main slands, a jive-pointed 
tower, and in the midst of one of these points is a vane 
containing nine round holes, forming die figure 9 . 
origin of this figure is as follows : 

A notorious poacher lay in the tower condemned to death 
for numerous offences against the stringent game-laws of 
the country. He awaited his end in silence, and sat 
moodily unobservant of the bright rays of the sun which 
poured into his celt through the grated window. Others, 
he pondered, were basking in the joyous light outside 
yonder in the verdant summer fields, whilst he, who 
even now felt the noose tighten round his neck, was 
plunged in semi- darkness. Well as darkness was to 
His clement, he might as wdl make present use of it For 
its special purpose—to aid sleep; especial v as s ecp 
would remove him for the time being from gloomy con¬ 
templation upon his approaching end, 

As he slept a pleasant smile took the place of the sombre 
expression natural to ltis waking moments. Rut on a 
sudden he started in his slumber, graung h*s teeth, his 
face transformed with violent rage. 

- Ha, villain, that was a trap,” he muttered, but almost 
immediately hts countenance resumed the sad expression 
which had lately become habitual to it. I 11 the course of 
a few moments, however, this gave way to a loo u 
resolution and conscious strength, and e\cn in seep 
appeared to have made up his mind unalterably upon 

some matter of importance. .* 

At this juncture the turnkey entered the cell, accompanied 
by two officials, one of whom read to him a missive from 

those in authority which stated that a petition or mercy 
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which he had made could not be entertained, and that he 
must suffer the extreme penalty of ihr law. 

" I protest against such a sentence," cried the poacher, 
11 f° r * after all, 1 have only killed those animals which 
were given us by God for our common use. Would you 
forfeit die life of a man because he has slain the beasts of 
chase? ” 

“ That is not the only charge against you," retorted one 
of the officials harshly. “ Your comrades, as well as the 
honourable Company of Foresters, accuse you of being in 
league with the enemy of mankind, and of procoring from 
him charmed bullets/' 

The poacher laughed. "It is false,” he cried. “They 
arc jealous because I am such a good shot. I'rovide me 
with a gun and with powder and shot blessed by a priest, 
and l will undertake to place through the vane of this 
tower nine shots which shall form the figure 9 " 

•‘Such an opportunity shall be afforded you," said one of 
the officials, who had not as yet spoken. *■ It would be 
ail injustice not to give you such a chance, especially as. 
if you are successful, you will remove the must odious 
portion of tht; charge against you / 1 

I he news of the ponchos challenge spread quickly 
through Frankfort, and even the foresters who had given 
evidence against him were so impressed that they forced 
their way into the council and insisted that, should he 
be successful, a free pardon should be granted to him. 
To this the council agreed, and an intimation of the deci- 
sioD was conveyed to the poacher. Hut lie was assured 
that if one bullet missed its mark he would certainly die. 
Io this he agreed, and the succeeding day was fixed for 
, maI of sk, N- At 110 wly hour the square in which 
“* lower was situated was thronged by an immense 
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crowd. Thu Willis of the city, of which the tower was a 
part, were thronged by members of the Foresters’ Guild, 
Soon the prisoner was led forth, and was publicly 
admonished by a monk not to tempt God if his skill liad 
its origin in diabolic agencies. But to all such exhorta¬ 
tions the poacher replied: “bear not, I wilt write my 
answer upon yonder tower.” 

The master of the Foresters’ Guild loaded the gun and 
handed it to him. Amidst a deep silence he aimed at the 
vane and fired. The shot found its mark. Once more 
he fired. Again the vane swung round, and another hole 
spared therein. The crowd vented if. feelings by loud 
Hurrahs, Nine times did he fire, and nine times did the 
bullet hit its mark. And as the last bullet sang through 
the weather-cock the figure Q showed clearly therein, 
and the poacher, sinking to his knees, bared his head 
and gave Blanks for his life to Cod, All there, also, 
feared their heads and accompanied him m his thanks¬ 
giving. 

That night, loaded with gifts, he quitted Frankfort, never- 
more to return. But the vane oft the tower remains there 
to tins day as a witness of his prowess with the long rife. 

The Knave of Bergen 

Tin; city of Frankfort was once the scene of a great 
coronation festival, during the course of which a bsl 
masque was given by the King and Queen to a brilliant 
assembly of high-born ladies and nobles. The knights 
and princes in their fancy costumes were hardly less 
resplendent than the ladies in their jewels and brocaded 
silks, and the masks they ail wore added to the excite¬ 
ment and gaiety of the scene. In all the gathering there 
was but one sombre note—a knight in coal-black armour. 
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visored, of great stature and stalely in motion. His gracc- 
iul mien won the ad mi rat inn of the Ladies and the envy of 
the gallants, and the question of his identity excited much 
speculation, 

U itli courtly air the Black Knight approached the Queen, 
knell before her, and begged that she would deign to be 
his partner in the dance. The charm of his voice and 
the modest yet dignified manner in which he proffered his 
request so touched the Queen that she stepped down from 
the dais and joined in the waltz. Never had she known 
a dancer with a lighter step or a more delightful gift of 
conversation. When that dance was over ihv granted 
him another and yet another, till the company became 
very curious to know who the gallant knight might be on 
whom the Queen bestowed her favours with such a lavish 
hand. At last tile time came for the guests to unmask, 
and the dancers made themselves known to each other— 
with one exception, that is, for the Black Knight refused 
to lift his visor. She King and Queen, however, shared 
to the full the curiosity of their guests as to the identity 
of their strange guest, and they commanded him to uncover 
his face, whereupon the knight raised his visor, chough with 
some reluctance. Neither the royal hosts nor any of the 
noble guests recognized hint, but a moment later two 
officials of the Court advanced and to the astonish mem 
and indignation of the company declared that the stranger 
was no other than the executioner of Bergen 1 The King's 
wrath knew no bounds. He commanded that the knave 
should l>c seized and put to death immediately. To think 
that he had allowed the Queen to dance with a common 
executioner t The bare idea was intolerable 1 
Thu knave fell humbly on ill's knees before his irate 
sovereign. 
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“t acknowledge niy crime, sire/ 1 he said, “but your 
Majesty' must be aware that even my death would nor 
be sufficient to wipe out my disgrace, and the disgrace ol 
her Majesty, who has danced with an executioner. J her* 
is one other way to efface my guilt and to Wipe out l ir. 
humiliation of your Majesty’s gracious consort. You 
must make a knight of mt. MI*, and I will challenge 
to mortal combat any who dares to speak .11 of my 

The* King was astounded by this hold proposition, but 
the very audacity of it caught his fancy. He struck the 

execHLion^r gently with his sword, , tr * t 

••Rise, Sir Knight.” he said, adding, as the Black knight 
rose his feet: “You have acted like a knave tins night. 
Henceforth you shall be called the hnave of Bei K cn - 

Darmstadt: The Proxy . , 

Ijv ^ days of chivalry there dwelt in Birbwh a kmght 

named Walther, no less renowned for h» P iet T ' 1 

|,is skill in arms, and the Virgin, according to the follow¬ 
ing Wend, was not unmindful of her humble; worshipper. 
A great tournament—so runs the talc-wns to take place 
in Darmstadt, and Sir Walther, who was ^oui to entcr 
the lists for the first time, was not feeling confident 
the issue. He knew that there were to be parent many 
knivhts whose strength and skiU far exceeded his own, 
and. brave thuugh he was. he could nullbut■ J 1 " 

his chances of victory were small. Vet he felt that h 
dared not suffer defeat; he must not be disgraced ore 
L spectators. In particular, there was a 
whose colours he wore; he must not be 
her. His mind, as he rode on Ins way to Darmstadt, 
was filled with conflicting emotions, love, hope, car. 
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shame, in turn dominating his thoughts. Suddenly he 
came to a wayside altar, upon which was set an image of 
the Virgin, and he decided to carry Jiis troubles to her as 
he was wont to do. So he descended from his horse, 
which he secured to a tree, and made his way to the 
altar. 

So deep were his emotions and so ardent his prayer that 
he passed into a sort of trance and fell at the foot <if the 
altar like one dead. While he lav thus unconscious the 
Virgin descended from the altar, unlac-d his armour, and 
donned it herself. Thru taking sword and shield and 
lanoc T she mounted his steed and rode into Darmstadt. 
She was absent for some time, but when she returned th> 
knight still lay in the death-like state in which she had 
left him. She tied his horse once more to the tree, 
replaced his armour, and then took her accustomed place 
on the altar. 

Shortly after Walthcr recovered consciousness and rose 
hastily, then, after another prayer to the Virgin, he rode 
as quickly as he might into the town. Here, to fits intense 
surprise. I».- was greeted with joyful shouts and congratu- 
la!ions. Mis friends hailed him as a mighty champion, 
and she who had won his affections bestowed upon him 
the reward of knightly valour—her promise of marriage. 
The bewildered Walther scarce knew whether he was 
awake or asleep, but at length it was home in upon him 
that someone had won great triumphs in his name. Who 
could have so successfully personated him as to deceive 
even his dearest friends? Who, indeed, save she to 
whom lie had turned in his distress, die Holy Virgin 
herself ? 

Soon he was wedded to the lady of his choice; and to 
show his gratitude for the intervention of Mary he built 
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her a magnificent chapel on the spot where the miracle 
had taken place. Nor did he grow any less diligent 
in her service, but continued to live a noble and pious 
life, in which he was ever encouraged and assisted by 
his wife. 

The Cooper of Auerbach 

It is said that from the ruined castle of Auerbach a fra¬ 
grant perfume of wine sometime steals upon the air* and 
then the country folk whisper, “The cooper is tasting 
his wine.” And if asked for the reason of this saying 
they tel! the following Story. 

Once when the sun shone golden on the vine-clad hills, 
deepening die heavy clusters of grapes to a darker purple, 
a peasant, passing by the ruins, thought longingly ujxm the 
wine that, in the past, had been stored in those dark, 
cool cellars, wondering if perhaps some might not yet 
be found there, or if all had been wasted and lost. 
And while he yet pondered a rubicund little man, with 
leathern apron dark with wine-stains girded about Jus 
portly waist, stood at his side looking up at him with 

twinkling eyes. , 

“So, my friend, you think upon the wine, eh? Come and 
spend an hour with me and you shall taste it/ As lie 
spoke ,i warm, sweet wine-scent rose like incense -about 
him, making the peasant’s brain reel with delight. He 
could not but follow the little man, tripping under the 
vines, thrusting his way through thorn-hedges and over 
crumbling walls, till he came to a (light of ancient step, 
streaked gray and green with moss, leading down to a 
weather-stained cellar-door. The door opened into dusky 
vaults and from a niche in the wall the little cooper took 
a candle and a huge bowl. Then on he went over the 
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moist floor until there rose before them in the candle¬ 
light, darker than the gloom about it, a gigantic tun. In 
a crooning murmur the cooper began to tell of his posses- 
sions. He called the vaults his realm, the tuns liis dearly 
loved subjects—for, as the peasant gazed, he saw a long 
procession of tuns stretching away into the darkness. He 
shouted with mad delight at the sight, he clapped his 
hands and smacked his lips in anticipation, he declared 
the tuns glittered like pure gold. At this die cooper 
laughed and pointed out that the wine had fashioned its 
own casks, gleaming crusts, from which the ancient wood 
had fallen away long ago. 

And next he filled the huge bowl with deep glowing wins 1 
and drank to the peasant, whose hands ached to hold the 
bowl ami lift it to his lips, At last, with a courtly bow, 
the cooper put it into his hands, and then the rustic 
emptied the bowl in one draught and drew a deep sigh of 
satisfaction. 

In rapture he sang the praises of the wine, but the cooper 
assured him that there was better to came. Again he 
tasted, and again the little man led on from cask to cask. 
1 hen. mad with delight, the peasant sang aloud, but the 
song broke into wild howling; he danced about the tuns, 
tli'.'fi fell to embracing them, stroking and kissing them, 
babbling love-words to the dusky fragrant wine. And 
still the cooper led on to the next cask, still he filled 
the bowl, and still the peasant drank, till at last in 
very joy tears ran down Isis face, and before his eyes 
the tuns danced round him in a giddy whirl; then 
slumber fell upon him and he sank down to sleep in 
the gloom. 

When he awoke next morning his body lay stretched in a 
muddy ditch, his lips pressed to clammy moss. Stumbling 
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to his feet, he looked around for the door of die wine 
vault, for the flight of steps leading down to that realm 
of delight, but though he searched long and carefully, yet 
never again could he fmd it, nor did his eyes see the little 
cooper with his wine-stained leathern apron and his 
rubicund face. 


ft 
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CHAPTER VI : WORMS AND 
THE NIBELUNGENLIED 

W ORMS is celebrated as the locality of the 
Ni&elttngenlied and the epic of Walthar of 
Aquitaine. But it has other claims to fame. 
Before entering on the consideration of Germany's greatest 
ejjic we will recount several of the lesser legends of the 
locality. 


The Rose Garden: A Tale of Dietrich of Bern 
Dietrich of Bern is the King Arthur of German story. 
Like his prototype of Britain, he lias become the central 
figure of innumerable medieval talcs and epics, a model 
of chivalry and martial prowess, distinguished everywhere 
by high deeds and mighty feats of arms, and in not a few 
cases displacing the rightful hero of stiEI older myths, 
which thus became grafted on to the Dietrich legends. 
Originally he was a bon&fnlt historical personage, 
Thuodoric die Ostrogoth, and as such gained a wide¬ 
spread popularity among his people: His historical 
character, however, was soon lost in the mare of 
legendary lore which surrounded his name, and which, 
as time went on. ascribed to him feats ever more wildly 
heroic. Among the various traditions there is one 
relating to the Rhenish town of Worms which calls for 
inclusion here as much on account of its intrinsic merit 
as because of its undoubted popularity. J he legend of 
the Rose Garden of Worms is a quaint a nil fanciful tale, 
and even the circumstance that it ends with the death of 
several good knights and true does not rob it of a certain 
humorous quality it possesses. 

By Lhc time Dietrich had reached the prime of his 
adventurous life—so runs the story—he had gathered 
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a considerable company of doughty paladins at Uis court 
—he formed, in fact, a kind of Round Table— and the 
knights who composed it were as eager as thdr lord to 
seek fresh fields wherein to display their prowess, and 
were second only to him in skill and valour. Among 
them were numbered such illustrious warriors as Her* 
brand, his son Hildebrand, Eckdiart, Wolf hart, and 
A melting. 

On one occasion, as Dietrich was seated at table with his 
followers, he vowed that no court in Christendom could 
boast of such warriors as he could muster. The assembled 
knights greeted the assertion with hearty acclamations— 
all, that is. save the old warrior Herbrand, and he was 
silent. Dietrich looked at him in surprise. 

” Hast thou no tiling to say, Herb rand ?” he asked. 
“Thinkest thou to find butter knights than these?"— 
indicating his followers with a wave of his hand, 
ikrbrand scented somewhat reluctant to uphold his tacit 
objection to Dietrich's claim, 14 Ay," he said at length, 
•* there are such warriors to be found.” 

♦‘And where may we seek such paragons?” inquired the 
king, none too well pleased. 

“ In the town of Worms," replied the old knight, 11 there 
lies a wondrous rose garden, of great extent, where the 
queen and her ladies take their pleasure- None save 
these may enter its precincts unless the queen give him 
leave, and that the sacred boundaries may not be over¬ 
stepped twelve warriors are set to guard the garth. 
Such is their strength and courage that none has ever 
succeeded in passing them, whatever his skill and 
renown.” 

“But wherefore should one seek to pass the guard?" 
asked a young knight “ Is there a prize to be won, then P " 
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“Truly,” sight*! old Herb rand, “1 would not give a 
hair of tny head for the prize. ’Tis but a crown of 
roses and a kiss from one of the quern's ladies; though 
it is said, indeed, that they are as lovely as women 
may be," 

“Are there no fair maids in Bern?” cried the warriors 
indignantly. “ Must we go to the Rhine for them?” 

" For myself,” said Dietrich, 44 1 care little for the reward; 
yet methinks that for the honour and glory 1 would e’en 
meet these doughty warriors, and pc rad venture overcome 
them. Who will follow me to Burgundy ? " 

As with one voice his knights responded to his appeal, 
and lie chose eight from among them to accompany him 
on his quest. As there were still hut nine, including 
Dietrich himself, to meet the twelve guardians of the 
Rose Garden, the king decided to send for three knights 
who were absent from the court. At the suggestion of 
Hildebrand he selected Rudiger of Bcchlam, Dictleib of 
Styria, and Ilsan, who was brother to Hildebrand and at 
that time a monk in the monastery of Munchenzd), 
Rudiger was margrave to King Etzel, and had to obtain 
his lord’s permission to venture forth on the romantic 
undertaking; Dietleib’s father strongly recommended 
that die quest be abandoned, though the youth himself 
was as eager as any to accompany Dietrich ; white as for 
11 son, he found it especially difficult to obtain leave of 
absence, for, naturally, his abbot darned the enterprise a 
strange one for a monk who had fled all earthly delights. 
However, all difficulties were eventually overcome, and 
when the party was ready for departure Rudiger was sent 
on an embassy to King Gibich at Worms, to prepare him 
for their coming. Gibich gave his ready consent to the 
proposed trial of strength, whereupon the warriors set out 
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Tlie Devil’s Vineyard 

far the Rhine to see whether they might not win » kiss wl 

a garland from some fair lady, a 

An imposing array did the knights of the 
make as they awaited the approach ol the strangers, bu 
no less imposing were Dietrich and his warriors. Lack 
chose an opponent and immediately engage in a 
hand-to-hand straggle, which was re end disattrausl, for 
more than one brave knight. The 

antagonist was Wolibart. whosubmitted to being «own«l 
with a rose-wreath, but disdained re accept the r«« of he 
reward. The monk, whn was the nest merer f-krire 
roses and kissed the midden heartily. But a]! j s ' ^fully 

beard covered his chin, and the man , knit'hts 

rubbing her gating tips. One by on.: Dietrich s kn.ghm 
Overcame their adversaries, some of whom wore ston and 

and his noble company. 

The Devids Vineyard 

Thr*re is a curious legend told to account for the c*<*Uent 
Uiolity of .he wine of Worms. An old nobleman who at 

one time lived in dial neighbourhood was m the habit ed 
drinking more of the Rhenish wine than was gaud for him. 
In every olher respect he was a most worthy man. kind, 

C.^« -* rar r^s 

the ire of die Devil, who determined to bring about lus 
all Id as the old man's iove of wine was his only senou 
weakness, it was through this that the I-.ond set himself 
to compass the nobleman’s destruction. a6l 
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The Devil therefore disguised himself as a strolling 
musician and made the acquaintance of the old man. The 
iaiiur set before him some of the wine -jf the country, 
extolling meanwhile its ran: qualities. The guest seemed 
not at all impressed hy the recital, but spoke of a wine which 
he had tasted in the South ami which far surpassed any 
other vintage. The nobleman was all curiosity. The 
stranger talked of the wonderful write with feigned reluc¬ 
tance, and at length his host promised to give him anything 
he should ask if only he would fetch him some of tire wine. 
Satan promised to plant a vineyard in Worms, asking jn 
exchange Lhe soul of his host, to be forfeited at the end of 
a fixed period. 

To this the old man consented, and the strolling musician 
Ranted a vineyard which sprang up as though by magic. 
U hen the first vintage was produced it was found to be 
delicious beyond the dreams of the old nobleman, who 
was indeed a connoisseur in wines. In his delight lie 
christened the wine Lukfraummikk, signifying * Milk 
° our Blessed Lady,* 1 he Devil was furious at this 
reference to the Holy Virgin, but he consoled him^If with 
the thought that in due course the man's soul would be his. 
but the Virgin herself was pleased with die christening of 
the vineyard, and rather sorry for the foolish old noble¬ 
man who had bartered his soul for the Devil's wine. 
When, therefore, the time arrived for the Evil One to 
chum his fee, she sent her angels to drive him away, and 
thu& he was robbed of his prey. 

The old man, having learned die danger of treating with 
the Devil, now built a chapd to the Virgin in his vine 
yar 1 c 3 long time to enjoy the luscious 

5J* und f the Protection of the saints, and never again 
did he make a compact with Satan, 
abi 


The Maiden’s Caprice 

Now, if anyone requires a proof of this marvellous story, 
is there not the I, idfr&utitnsiftfi, most delicious of wines 
to convince him of its truth ? 

The Maiden’s Caprice 

In the town of Worms there stands an old manor, built in 
the style of the Renaissance and known as the Warn polder 
Hof. At one time it belonged to the lord of Wampold, 
a wealthy noble of Maim, who had appointed as castellan 
a kinsman of his, himself a nobleman, though landless and 
poor and no longer able to uphold his former dignities. 
In his youth the keeper had lived a gay and careless life, 
but now he was old and infirm and cared no longer for 
worldly vanities. His sole pride was his young daughter, 
a bewitching maiden who had more lovers than one could 
readily count, and who smiled upon them all impartially. 
With so many lovelorn youths at her beck and call it is 
hardly surprising that she should grow exacting and 
capricious, but this, as usually happens, only made them 
love her the more. 

There was one among her suitors, however, for whom she 
cherished a real affection. Handsome, cultured, and, like 
herself, of noble birth, he was. notwithstanding his poverty, 
by far the most eligible of the youths who sought her in 
marriage, and the castellan readily granted his consent to 
their betrothal. So for a time every thing seemed to indi¬ 
cate happiness in store for the young couple. 

Yet the maiden remained as capricious as ever. On 
Walpurgis-night, when a party of lads and lasses were 
gathered in the Wampolder Hof, and tales of witches and 
witchcraft were being told in hushed tones, she conceived 
a wild scheme to test her lover's affect ion: she bade him 
go to the cross-roads at midnight, watch the procession of 
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witches, and return to tell her what he saw. The awed 
comjjany protested vigorously against thr proposed test, 
hut the girl persisted, and at last her lover, seeing that 
she was already piqued at his refusal, laughingly set out 

foi the bewitched spot, convinced that no harm would 
befall him. 

Meantime the company in the manor anxiously awaited 
Ins return. One o'clock came, then two— three; stiII there 
uas no sign of him. Glances of horror and pity were cast 
f e daughter, who now wrung her hands in 

t'itile grief. At length 3 few braver spirits volunteered 
to go m search of their comrade, but no trace of him could 
they find. His widowed mother, of whom lie had been the 
only son cursed the maid who w as the cause of his ghastly 
ate, and not long afterward the castellan's daughter lost 
her reason and died. On Walpurgjanights she may still 
be beard m Worms calling for her lost lover, whom ^he is 
destined never to find, 

1 he fate of the youth remains uncertain. The most popular 

1 ' B *°™ «“!> from limb by the infuri- 
au.ll witches and his remains scatlcred to the winds. Hut 

'f 5 .superstitious than their neighbours. declared 

1 hor C i b >' his ri ™k. I'm disappointed 

suitor., and that his body had hecn casl into Lhe Rhine— 

hIt n o! ’I," 8 —™ ard 3 c 0rpSC - “ Wch ,ni K ht h»ve been 
BshcrmcT V °“ th ’ *“ dra '™ ^m the river by 

The NibehmgenUed 

£t0r7 ° f atl is wondrous German 
llm_d, thc A ibdungtniied, for it is on the banks of the 

Rhine in the ancient city of Worms that its action for the 
™ Rirt *** f )lacc ‘ Th( -‘ sliest actual form of the 


The Nibel ungen lied 

epic is referred to the first part of the. thirteenth ecu tun*, 
hut it is probable that a Latin original fuunded on ballads 
or folk-songs was in use about the middle or latter end of 
die tenth century. The work, despite many medieval 
interpolations and the manifest liberties of generations of 
bards and minnesingers, bears the unmistakable stamp 
of a great antiquity, A whole literature has grown up 
around this mighty epic of old Germanic life, and men of 
vast scholarship and literary acumen have made it a 
veritable battle-ground of conflicting theories, one con¬ 
tending for its mythical genesis, another proving to his 
satisfaction that it is founded upon historic fact, whilst 
others dispute hotly as to its Germanic or Scandinavian 
origin. 

So numerous axe the conflicting opinions concerning the 
origin of the NibdungtnHid that it is extremely difficult 
to present to the reader a reasoned examination of the 
whole without entering rather deeply into philological 
and mythical considerations of considerable complexity. 
We shall therefore confine ourselves to the main points of 
these controversies and refrain from entering upon the 
more puzzling bypaths which arc only to be trodden by 
the ‘Senior Wranglers' of the study, as they have been 
called. 

Its Original Form 

In the beginning of the nineteenth century Karl Lach- 
mann, a philologist of some repute, pul forward the 
theory that the poem was made up of a number of distinct 
ballads or lays, and he eliminated from it all parts which 
appeared to him to be interpolations. This reduced the 
whole to twenty lays, which he considered the work of 
twenty separate minstrels; but if certain ballads relating 
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to episodes in the Nibthtflgtniitd oner existed in Germany 
it is the spirit of these more than tfir; mattr r which is 
incorporat'd into the great epic. In medieval times, 
when the Xibdungml'ted story was popular, minnesingers 
and harpers, in an attempt to please their audiences, would 
cast about for fresh incidents to introduce into the story, 
l'opular as was the tale, even a medieval audience could 
tire of the oft-repeated exploits of it 1 ? dramatis /otma 
and the minstrd. dependent upon their goodwill for bed 
and hoard, would be quick to note when the tale fell flat. 
Accordingly he would attempt to infuse into it some new 
incident or scries of incidents, culled form other stories 
more often than not sc I Perea led. Such an interpolation is 
probably to be noted in the presence of Dietrich of Burn, 
otherwise Theodoric the Ostrogoth, at the court of Etzel 
of Altila. Io say nothing of the probabil i ty of anachronism, 
geographical conditions are not a little outraged in the 
adoption of this incident, but the question arose who was 
to worn the mighty Hagen, whose sombre figure domi¬ 
nates in its gloomy grandeur the Utter part of the saga. 
It would not do for any Hunnish champion to vie success¬ 
fully with the Burgundian hero,but it would be no disgrace 
for him to be beaten by Dietrich, the greatest champion 
of antiquity, who, in fact, is more than once dragged into 
the pages of romance for the purpose of administering 
an honourable defeat to a hitherto unconquered champion. 
We can thus see how novel and subsidiary passages might 
attach themselves to the epic. 

But a day came when the minnesingers of Germany felt 
that it behoved them to fix once and for all time the shape 
of the Lay of the Nibdtmgs. Indeed, not one, but several 
poets laboured at this task, That they worked with 
materials immediately to thdr hand k seen from the 
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KricmhilcTs Dream 

circumstance that *c have proof of a Low German account, 
and a Rhenish version which was evidently moulded into 
its present shape by an Austrian or Tyrolese craftsman— 
a singer well versed in court poetry and courtly etiquette. 
The date when the Nibetungtnlitd received its latest form 
was probably about the end of die twelfth century* and 
this last version was the immediate source of our present 
manuscripts. The date of the earliest known manuscript 
of the Ntkelungenlicd is comparatively late. We possess 
in al! twenty-eight more or less complete manuscripts pre¬ 
served in thirty-one fragments, fifteen of which date from 
the thirteenth and fourteenth centuries. 

Its Fragmentary Nature 

Even a surface examination is sufficient to testify to live 
fragmentary nature of the Nibihtyigathfd. Wc can dis¬ 
cern through the apparent unity of texture of the work as 
wc now jxasess it the patchwork where scribe or minstrel 
lias interpolated this incident or joined together these 
passages to secure the necessary unity of narrative. More¬ 
over, in none of the several versions of the Siegfried epic 
do we get the * whole story/ One supplements another. 
And while we shall follow the Nibdungmlitd itself as 
closely as possible we shall in part supplement it from 
other kindred sources, taking care to indicate these where 
we find it necessary to introduce them. 

Knanhild's Dream 

In the stately town of Worms, in Burgundy, dwelt the 
noble and beauteous maiden Kriemhikl. under the care of 
her mother Ute, and her brothers Gunther, Gernot, and 
Gisdher. Great was the splendour and state wluch they 
maintained, and many and brave were the warriors who 
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drank wine at their board, Given to martial exercises were 
those men of m ight, and day by day the courts of the palace 
rang to the clangor of sword-play and manly sport. The 
wealth of the chiefs was boundless, and no such magnifi¬ 
cence as theirs was known in any German land, or in any 
land beyond the German frontiers. 

But with all this stateliness and splendour Kricmhild, the 
beautiful, was unhappy. One night she had had an ominous 
dream. She dreamed that she had tamed a falcon strong 
and fierce, a beauteous bird of great might, but that 
while she gazed on it with pride and affection two great 
eagles swooped from the sky and tore it to pieces before 
her very eyes. Affected by this to an extent that seemed 
inexplicable, she related her dream to her mother, Ute, 
a dame of great wisdom, who interpreted it as fore* 
telling for her a noble husband, *' whom God protect, lest 
thou lose him too early.” Kricmhild, in dread of the 
omen, desired to avert it by remaining unwed, a course 
from which her mother attempted to dissuade her. idling 
lmr that if ever she were destined to know heartfelt joy it 
would be from a husband's love. 

Siegfried 

Siegfried, of the Netherlands, son of Siegmund and 
Sieglind, a warrior bold as he was young and comely, 
having heard of the great beauty of Kricmhild, desired to 
visit Worms that he might see the far-famed princess for 
himself. Until this time he had been wandering through 
the world doing great deeds : he had won the sword and 
treasure of the N(belongs, had overcome their monardis, 
had conquered a dwarf Alberich, gaining possession of his 
cloak of darkness. Hagen, a mighty Burgundian paladin 
(in a passage which is obviously adapted from another 
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Siegfried 

version for the purpose of recounting Siegfried's previous 
adventures), tells how “he had slain a dragon and made 
himself invulnerable by bathing in its blood. We must 
receive him graciously, and avoid making him our 
enemy." Siegfried sojourned at Worms for over a year, 
distinguishing himself in all the martial exercises of the 
Burgundians and rendering them splendid service in their 
wars against die Saxons and Danes. A year passed 
without his having been allowed to meet Kriemhild, 
who in secret cherished the utmost admiration for him. 
Chagrined at die treatment meted out to him, he finally 
made up his mind to depart. But his hosts did not 
desire to lose such a valuable ally, and brought about a 
meeting between him and the lady of bis dreams. The 
passage describing their first sight of one another is full 
of the essence of romance. 

We are told that Kriemhild appeared before his eyes as 
does the rosy flush of dawn breaking from sombre clouds. 
As he beheld her his heart was soothed and all his 
trouble vanished, for there stood she who had cost him 
many a love-pang, her eyes sparkling with pleasure, 
brighter than the rich jewels which covered her raiment, 
her cheeks suffused with the blushes of maidenhood. No one 
had, he thought, ever seen so much beauty before. As the 
silver moon obscures the light of the stars by its superior 
splendour, so did Kriemhild obscure the beauty of the 
ladies who surrounded her. When he beheld her each 
hero drew himself up more proudly than ever and 
appeared as if ready to do battle for such a paragon of 
beauty. She was preceded by chamberlains in rich 
attire, but no ushers might keep back the knights from 
sight of her, and they crowded about her to catch a 
glimpse of her face. Pleased and sad was Siegfried, for. 

269 


Hero Tales & Legends of the Rhine 

thought he* “ How may I ever hope to win so peerless a 
creature ? The hope is a rash one, Better were 1 to 
forget her—but then, alas, my heart would haw ceased 
to beat, and 1 should be dead 1" Pale and red he grew. 
He recked not of his own great worth* For all there 
agreed that so handsome a warrior had never come to the 
Rhineland, so fair of body, so debonair was he. 

The Wooing of Brunhild 

Siegfried now resolved to win Kriemhild, and on Gunther's 
asking him to accompany him on an adventure the purpose 
of which is to gain the hand of Queen Brunhild of T, sen stein, 
he accept'd on condition that on their return he should be 
rewarded by the hand of his sister. To this Gunther gave 
assent, and they set out. accompanied by Hagen anti his 
brother Dank wart, But the Nibelungcwiied proper is 
silent regarding Siegfried's previous relations with Brun¬ 
hild. In Scandinavian versions—such as the Volsnnga, 
Saga* where this legend, originally a German one, is pre¬ 
served In its pagan form—Brunhild was a Valkyr, or vraT* 
maiden of Odin, who sent her to sleep with a prick of a 
magic thorn and imprisoned her within a circle of flame, 
through which Siegfried (in this version almost certainly 
the god of nature, springtide, and the sun) broke, delivered 
the captive, and took her as his bride, soon, however, 
departing from Iter, In the Nibelungntiitd this ancient 
myth is either presupposed or intentionally omiLtcd as 
unfitting lor consumption by a Christianized folk, but it is 
hinted that Erunhiid had a previous claim upon Siegfried’s 
affections. 

Brunhild had made it a condition that the hero whom she 
would wed must be able to overcome her in three trials of 
prowess, losing his head as a penalty of failure, Siegfried, 
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donning the magic cloak of invisibility he had won from 
Albcrich, king of the dwarfs, took Gunther's place and won 
the three trials for him, Gunther going through a pantom! me 
of the appropriate actions while Siegfried performed the 
feats. The passage which tdls of the encounter is curious, 
A great spear, heavy and keen, was brought forth for 
Brunhild's use. It was more a weapon fora hero of might 
than for a maiden, but, unwieldy as it was, she was able to 
brandish it as easily as if it had been a willow wand. 
Three and a half weights of iron went to the making of iliia 
mighty spear, which scarce three of her men could carry. 
Sore afraid was Gunther, Well did he wdsh him safe in 
the Burgundian hind, i( Once back in Rhine land , M thought 
he, “ and 1 would not stir a foot’s distance to w in any such 
war-maid,” 

Hut up spake Dank wart. Hagen’s valiam brother: "Now 
is the day come on which we must bid farewell to our 
lives. An ill journey has this been, I trow, for tit this 
land we shall perish at the hands of women. Oh, that my 
brother Hagen and 5 had but our good swords here! 
Then would these carles of Brunhild’s check their laughter. 
Without arms a man can do nothing, but had I n blade in 
hand even Brunhild herself should die ere harm came to 
our dear lord,” 

This speech heard the warrior-mai J, “ Now put these 
heroes' swords into their hands, 1 ’ she commanded. " and 
accoutre them in their mail." 

Right glad was Dankwart to feel iron in his hand once 
more and know its wughL upon his limbs, “Now 1 am 
ready for such play as they list,” ho cried. “Since we 
have arms, our lord is not yet conquered." 

Into the ring of contest mighty mm bore a great stone. 
Twelve of them it took to carry it, so [xmderous it was. 
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Woe were they of Burgundy for their lord at sight of the 
same. 

Brunhild advanced, on Gunther, brandishing her spear. 
Siegfried was by his side and touched him, lightly to give 
him confidence, but Gunther knew not it was he and 
marvelled, for no one saw him there. 

“Who hath touched me?” said he. 

Tis 1, Siegfried/' replied his friend. 11 Re of good cheer 
and fear not the maiden, Give me thy shield and mark 
well what 1 say. Make thou motions as if to guard and 
strike, and J will do the deeds. Above all hearken to my 
whispered advice.” 

Great was Gunther’s joy when he knew that Siegfried was 
by him. But he had not long to marvel, for Brunhild was 
on him, her great spear in band, the light from its broad 
blade dashing in his eyes. She hurled the spear at his 
shield, h passed through the iron as if it had been silk 
anti struck on the rings of Gunther’s armour. Both 
Gunther and Siegfried staggered at the blow, But die 
latter , although bleeding from the mouth with the shock 
of the thrown weapon, seized it, reversing the point, and 
cast it at Brunhild with such dreadful might that when it 
rang on her armour she was overthrown. 

Right angry was Brunhild. But she Weened that the 
b ow' was Gunther’s, and respected him for his strength. 
Her anger, however, overcame her esteem, and seizing 
the great stone which had been placed in the Hog of 
combat, she cast it from her twelve fathoms. Leaping 
after it, she sprang farther than she had thrown it. Then 
went Gunther to the stone and poised it while Siegfried 
threw it. He cast the stone farther than Brunhild had 
done and so great was his strength that he raised King 
Gunther from the earth and leapt with him a greater 
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distance than Brunhild had leapt herself. Men saw 
Gunther throw and leap alone. 

Red with anger grew Brunhild when she saw herself 
defeated. Loudly she addressed her men. 

" Ho, ye liegemen of mine,” she cried. **now are ye subject 
to Gunther the King. for. behold, he has beaten me in the 
sports.” 

The knights then acclaimed Gunther as the victor. By 
his own strength of arm had he won the games, said they, 
and he in turn greeted them lovingly. Brunhild came 
forward, took him by the hand, and granted to him full 
power throughout her dominions. They proceeded to 
her palace and Gunther's warriors were now regaled with 
better cheer than before. But Siegfried carefully con¬ 
cealed his magic cloak. 

Coming to where Gunther and Brunhild sat, he said: 
“My lord, why do you tarry? Why are the games of 
which Queen Brunhild doth speak not yet begun? I 
long to see how they may bo played.” He acted his part 
so well that Brunhild really believed that he was not 
aware die games were over and that she was the 
loser, 

“Now,Sir Siegfried,” said she, “how comes it that you 
were not present when the games, which Gunther has won, 
were being played?” 

Hagen, fearing that Siegfried might blunder in his reply, 
took the answer out of his mouth and said : “O Queen, 
the good knight Siegfried was hard by the ship when 
Gunther won the games from you. Naught indeed knew 
he of them.” 

Siegfried now expressed great surprise that any man 
living had been able to master the mighty war-maid. “ Is 
it possible,” he exclaimed, " is it possible, 0 Queen, that 
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you have been vanquished at the sports in which you excel 
so greatly ? But I for one am glad, since now you needs 
must follow us home to the Rhineland” 

"You are speedy of speech, Sir Siegfried,” replied Brun¬ 
hild. " But there is much to do ere yet I quit my lands. 
First must I inform my kindred and vassals of this thing* 
Messengers must be sent to many of my kinsmen ere 1 
depart from 1 sen stein." 

With that she bade couriers ride to all quarters, bidding 
her kinsmen, her friends, and her warriors come without 
delay to I sens tern. For several days they arrived in 
troops: early and late they came, singly and in com¬ 
panies. Then with a large escort Brunhild sailed across 
the sea and up the Rhine to Worms. 

Siegfried and Brunhild 

[t now became increasingly clear that Siegfried and 
Brunhild had had affectionate relations in the past. [In’- 
deed, in the Vohurga Saga, which is an early version of 
the Nibtttttigtnlitd. we find Grimhild, the mother of 
Gudrun (Kriemhikl), administering to Sigurd |Siegfried) 
a magic potion in order that he should forget about Brun¬ 
hild,] On seeing Siegfried and Kricmhild greet each 
other with a kiss, sadness and jealousy wrung the heart 
of the war-maiden, and she evinced anything but a wifely 
spirit toward her husband Gunther, whom, on the first 
night or their wedded life, she wrestled with, defeated, 
and bound with her girdle, afterward hanging him up 
by it on a peg in the wall f Next day he appealed to 
Siegfried for assistance, and that night the hero donned 
his magic cloak of invisibility, contended with Brunhild 
in the darkness, and overcame her, she believing him 
to be Gunther, who was present during the strife. But 
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Siegfried was foolish enough to carry away her ring and 
girdJe. "for very haughtiness.” These he gave to 
Kficmhild, anti sore both of them rued it in after-time. 
Brunhild's strength vanished with her maidenhood and 
thenceforth she was as any other woman. 

Siegfried and Kriemhild now departed to the capital of 
San ten. on the Lower Rhine, and peace prevailed for ten 
years, until Brunhild persuaded Gunther to invite them to 
a festival at Wortns. She could not understand how, if 
Siegfried was Gunther’s vassal, as Gunther had informed 
her, he neither paid tribute nor rendered homage. The 
invitation was accepted cordially enough. But Kriemhild 
and Brunhild quarrell ed bitterly regarding a matter of pre* 
cede nee as to who should first enter church, and at the door 
of the minster ot Worms there was an unseemly squabble. 
Then Kricmhild taunted Brunhild with the fact that 
Siegfried had won and deserted her. and displayed the 
girdle and ring as proof of what she asserted 
Siegfried, confronted with Brunhild, denied that he had 
ever approached her in any unseemly way, and he and 
Gunther attempted to make peace between their wives. 
But all to no avail, A deadly feud had sprung up 
between them, which was to end in woe for all. 
Hagen swore a great oath that Siegfried should pay 
for the insult his wife had put upon Brunhild. 

The Plot against Siegfried 

Now, but four days after, news came to Gunther's conn 
that war was declared against him. But this was merely 
a plot to draw Siegfried from the court and compass his 
death. The heroes armed for war, among them Siegfried, 
When Hagen bade farewell to Kriemhild she recom¬ 
mended Siegfried to his care. Now, when Siegfried slew 
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the dragon 'which guarded the treasure of the Nib;:lungs, 
he bathed in its blood and became, like Achilles, invul¬ 
nerable, save at a spot where a linden leaf had fallen 
between his shoulders as he bathed, and so prevented 
contact with the potent stream, Hagen inquired of 
Kriemhitd the whereabouts of this vulnerable spot, pre¬ 
tending that he would guard Siegfried against treachery 
in battle; and she, fully believing in his good faith, 
sewed a silken cross upon Siegfried's mantle to mark 
the place. 

On the following morning Siegfried, with a thousand 
knights, took horse and rode away, thinking to avenge 
his comrades, Hagen rode beside him and carefully 
scanned his vesture. He did not fail to observe the 
mark, and having done so, he dispatched two of his men 
with another message. It was to the effect Lhat the King 
might know that now* his land would remain at peace. 
This Siegfried tvas loath to hear, for he would have done 
battle for his friends, and it was with difficulty that 
Gunther’s vassals could hold him back. Then he rode 
to Gunther, who thanked him warmly for having so 
quickly granted his prayer, Gunther assured him that 
if need be he would at any time come to his aid, and 
that he held him the most trusty of all his friends. He 
pretended to be so glad that the threat of war was past 
that he suggested that they should ride hunting to the 
Odenwald after the bear and the boar, as they had so 
often done before. This was the counsel of the false 
Hagen. 

It was arranged that they should start early for the 
greenwood, and Gunther promised to lend Siegfried 
several dogs that knew the forest ways well, Siegfried 
then hurried home to his wife, and when he had departed 
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Hagen and the King took counsel together. After they 
Imd agreed upon the manner in which they would compass 
the destruction of Siegfried, they communicated their 
plans to their comrades. Giselher and Gemot would not 
take part in the hunt, hut nevertheless they abstained 
from warning Siegfried of his danger. For this, however, 
they paid dearly in the end. 

The morning dawned bright and clear, and away the 
warriors cantered with a clatter of hoofs and a boasting 
of bugles. 

Siegfried's Farewell lo Kriemhild 
More departing Siegfried had said farewell to Kriem- 
hild, who, she knew not why, was filled with dark 
forebodings. 

" G°d grant I may see thee safe and well again,” said 
Siegfried, « Keep thou a merry heart among thy kin 
until 1 return.” 

Then Kriemhild thought on the secret she had betrayed 
to Hagen, but slur could not tell Siegfried of it Sorely 
she wept, wishing that she had never been bom, and keen 
and deep was her grief. 

“ Husband,'' she said, “ go not to the hunt. A baleful 
dream I had last night. Yon stood upon the heath and 
two wild boars approached. You fled, but they pursued 
\ou and wounded you, and the blossoms under your feet 
were red with blood, You behold my tears. Siegfried, 

I dread treachery'. Wot you not of some who cherish for 
us a deadly hate ? I counsel you, 1 beg you, dear lord, 
go not to the greenwood," 

Siegfried tried to laugh her fears away, “ It is but for 
a few days that I leave thee, beloved,” he said. "Who 
can bear me hate if l cherish none against them ? Thy 
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brothers wish me well, nor have I offended them in any 
. ♦ || 
wise. 

But Kriemhild would not be comforted. '‘Greatlydo I 
dread this parting/' she wailed, “for i dreamed another 
dream. You passed by two mountains, and they rocked 
on their bases, fell, and buried you. so that I saw you no 
more. Go not, for bitterly will I grieve if you depart." 
But w ith a laugh and a kiss Siegfried was gone. Leaping 
on his steed, he rode off at a gallop. Nevermore was she 
to see him in life. 

Into the gloomy forest, the abode of the bear, the wolf, 
and the wild boar, plunged the knights in their lust of 
royal sport. Brilliant, brave, and goodly of cheer was the 
company, and rich was their entertainment. Many pack- 
horses laden with meats and wines accompanied them, 
and the panniers on the backs of these bulged with flesh, 
fish, and game, fitting for the table of a great king. 

On a broad meadow fringing the greenwood they camped, 
near to the place where they were to begin the hunt, and 
watchers were sent round the camp, so that no one with a 
message of warning on his lips might w in to the ears of 
Siegfried. 

Siegfried waxed restless, Tor he had come not to feast but 
to hunt, and he desired to be home again with Kriemhild. 

Ha, comrades,” he cried; " who will into the forest with 
me and rouse the game ? " 

“ Then," said the crafty Hagen. " let ns find who is (lie 
best sportsman. Let us divide the huntsmen and the 
hounds so that each may ride alone w T herc he chooses; 
and great praise shall be to him who hunts the best and 
bears off the palm." 

To this Siegfried agreed, and asked only for one hound 
that had been well broken to the chase to accompany him, 
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This was granted Then there came an old huntsman 
with a limchound and led the sportsmen to where there 
was an abundance of game. Many beasts were started 
and hunted to the death, as is ever the way with good 
huntsmen. 

Nothing that the limchound started could escape Siegfried. 
Swift was his steed as the tempest, and whether it was 
bear or hoar he soon came up with it atid slew it. Once 
ho encountered a stark and mighty Hon. Aiming an arrow 
at the monster, he shot it through the heart. The forest 
rang with acclaim at the deed. 

Then there fell by his hand a buffalo, an elk. four grim 
aurochs, and a bear, nor could deer or hind escape 
him, so swift and wight was he. Anon he brought a 
wild boar to bay. The grisly beast charged him. but, 
drawing his sword, Siegfried transfixed it with the shining 
blade. 

‘*1 pray thee, lord,’ 1 said the huntsman, "leave to us 
something living, for in truth thy strong arm doth empty 
both mountain and forest." 

Merrily rang the noise of the chase in the greenwood that 
day. The hills and the leafy aisles of the forest resounded 
with the shouts of the hunters and the baying of dogs. I n 
that hunting many a beast met its death-day and great was 
the rivalry. But when the hunting was over and the heroes 
met at the tryst-fire, they saw that Siegfried had proved 
himself the greatest huntsmen of them all. 

One by one they returned from the forest to the trysting- 
place, carrying with them the shaggy fell of the bear, the 
bristly boar-skin, and the grey pelt of the tvolf. Meat 
abounded in that place, and the blast of a horn announced 
to the hungry knights that the King was about to feast. 
Said Siegfried's huntsman to him: "I hear the blast of a 
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horn bidding us return to the try sting-place," and raising 

his bugle to his lips, he answered it, 

Siegfried was about to leave the forest, ambling quietly 
on horseback through the green ways, when he roused a 
mighty bear. The limehound was slipped and the bear 
lumbered off, pursued by Siegfried and his men. They 
tUshcd into a ravine, and here Siegfried thought to run 
' , beast down, but the sides were too steep and the 
knight could not approach it on horseback, Lightly 
s, sprang from his steed, and the bear, seeing his 
approach, once more took flight. So swift, however, was 
Siegfried’s pursuit that ere the heavy beast could elude 
him he had caught it by its shaggy coat and fud bound 
it in such a manner that it was harmless; then, tying it 
across his horse’s back, he brought it to die tryst-fire for 
pastime. 

Proudly emerged Siegfried from the forest, and Gunther** 
men, seeing him coming, ran to hold his horse. When he 
had dismounted he dragged the bear from his horse’s 
back and set it loose. Immediately the dogs pursued it, 
and m its efforts to escape into the forest it dashed madly 
t tong a and of scullions who were cooking by the 
great fire. There was a clatter of iron pots, and burning 

ra ^ 1 j about. Many goodly dishes were 

spoded The King gave order to slip the hounds that were 
on leash. Taking Lhei r bows and spears, the warriors set off 
in chase of the batr-but they feared to shoot at it through 
fear of wounding any among the great pack of dogs that 
hung uponm flanks The one man who could kejp pace 
with the bear was Siegfried, who, coming up with it, 
pieced it with his sword and laid it dead on the 
ground. Then, lifting the carcass on his shoulders, he 
earned it back to the fire, to the marvel of all present. 


The Skying of Siegfried 

Then began the feasting. Rich meats were handed 
around, and all was festive and gay. Mo suspicion had 
Siegfried that he was doomed, for his heart was pure of 
all deceit. But the wine had not yet been brought from 
the kitchen, whereat Sir Siegfried wondered. 

Addressing Gunther, he said: “ Why do not your men 
bring us wine? If this is the manner in which you treat 
good hunters, certes. i will hunt no more. Surely 1 have 
deserved better at your hands/* 

And the false Gunther answered: "Blame me not* 
Siegfried, for the fault is Hagen’s. Truly he would 
have us perish of thirst/' 

“Dearmaster/’said Hagen ofTrony, »the fault is mine— 
d fault it be—for me thought we were to hunt to-dav at 
Spessart and thither did 1 send the wine. If we go thirsty' 
to-day, credit me I will have better care another time.” 
But Siegfried was athirst and said: “ If wine lacks, ih«n 
must we have water. We should have camped nearer to 
the Rhine/’ 

The Slaying 0/Siegfried 

And Hagen, perceiving his chance, replied: -‘Iknow of a 
COO spring dose at hand, H you will follow me I will 
lead you thither." 

Sore athirst was Siegfried, and starting up from his seat, 
ie o owed Hagen, But the crafty schemer, desiring to 
draw him away from the company so that none else would 
follow them, said to him as they were setting out for the 
spring: - Men say, Siegfried, that none can keep pace 
with you when you run, Let us sec now/* 

"That may easily be proved/' said Siegfried. « Let us 
run to the brook for a wager, and see who wins there first. 

If I lose I will lay me before you in die grass. Kay, I 
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will more, for I will carry with me spear, shield, and 
hunting gear," 

Then did he gird on his weapons, even to his quiver, 
while the others stripped, and off they set. But Siegfried 
easily passed them and arrived at the time'tree where was 
the well. But he would not drink first for courtesy, even 
although he was sore athirst. 

Gunther came up, bent down to the water, and drank of 
the pure, cool well. Siegfried then bent him to drink 
also. But the false Hagen, carrying his bow and sword 
out of reach, sprang back and gripped the hero's mighty 
spear. Then looked he for the secret mark on his vesture 
that Kriemhild had worked. 

As Siegfried drank from the Stream Hagen poised the 
great spear and plunged it between the hero’s shoulders. 
Deeply did the blade pierce through the spot where lay 
the secret mark, so that the blood spurted out on the 
traitor s garments. Hagen left the spear deep in Sieg¬ 
fried's heart and llew in grim haste from the place. 
Though wounded to the death, Siegfried rose from the 
stream like a maddened lion and cast about him for a 
weapon. But nothing came to his hand hut his shield. 
This he picked up from the water's edge and ran at Hagen, 
who might not escape him, for, sore wounded as he was, 
so mightily did he smite that the shield well-nigh burst 
and the jewels which adorned it flew in flinders. The 
blow rang across the meadow as Hagen fell beneath the 
stroke. 

11 was Siegfr icd's 1 ast blow. H is countenan cc was al ready 
that of a dead man. He could not stand upright, Down 
he crashed among the flowers; fast flowed his blood; in 
his agony he began to upbraid those who had contrived 
his death. 
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The Slaying of Siegfried 

“Cowards and caitiffs/' he cried, "is this the price you 
pay me for my fealty to you ? til have you done by your 
friends, for sons of yours as yet unborn will feel the weight 
of this deed. You have vented your spite on my body; 
but for this dastard crime all good knights shall shun 
you," 

Now all surrounded him, and those that were true among 
them mourned for him, Gunther also wept, But the 
dying man, turning to him. said: “ Does he weep for the 
evil from whom the evil comcth ? Better ior him that it 
had remained undone, for mighty is his blame.” 

Then said false Hagen; “ What rue ye ? Surely our care 
is past. Who will now withstand us? Right glad am l 
that Siegfried is no more." 

Loud was Siegfried’s dole for Kriemhild. " Never was 
so foul a murder done as thou hast done on me, O king, 
he said to Gunther. " l saved thy life and honour. But if 
thou canst show truth to any on earth, show it to my dear 
wife, 1 beg of thcc, for never had woman such woe for one 
she loved.” 

Painfully he writhed as they watched him, and as he 
became weaker he spake prophetically. 

"Greatly shall ye rue this deed in the days to come/’ he 
groaned, « for know, all of ye, that in slaying me ye have 
slain yourselves,” 

Wet were the (lowers with bis blood. He struggled 
grimly with death, but too deep had been the blow, and 
at last he spake no more. 

They laid his body on a shield of ruddy gold and took 
counsel with one another how they should hide that the 
deed had been done by Hagen. 

"Sure have we fallen on evil days/* said many; " but let 
us all hide this thing, and hold to one tale : that is, that 
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as Siegfried rode alone in the forest he was slain by 
robbers." 

“ But," said Hagen of Trony , u I will myself bear him back 
to Burgundy, It is little concern of mine if Kriemhild 
weep.” 

Kricmhihf s Grief 

Great was the grief of Kriemhild when she learned of the 
murder of her husband, whose body bad been placed at her 
very door by the remorseless Hagen. He and the rest of the 
Burgundians pretended that Siegfried had been slain by 
bandits, but on their approach the wounds of Siegfried 
commenced to bleed afresh in mute witness of treachery. 
Kriemhild secretly vowed a terrible revenge and would not 
quit the land where her beloved spouse was buried. For 
four years she spake never a word to Gunther or Hagen, 
but sat silent and sad in a chamber near the minster where 
Siegfried was buried. Gunther sent for the Nibelungen 
treasure for the purpose of propitiating her, but she distri¬ 
buted it so freely among Gunther'sdependents that Hagen 
conceived the suspicion that her intention was to suborn 
them to her cause and foment rebellion within the Bur¬ 
gundian dominions; therefore he seized it and sank it in 
the Rhine, forcing Kricmhild’s brethren never to divulge 
its whereabouts. 

It is a circumstance of some importance that when this 
treasure enters the land of the Burgundians they take the 
name of Nibelungs, as Siegfried was called Lord of the 
Nibelungs on first possessing the hoard, and for this 
reason that part of the poem which commences with the 
Burgundian acquirement of the treasure was formerly 
known as the Nibthtngtn Not, 

T he confiscation of the treasure was another sharp wound 
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io Kricmhild, who appears to have bitterly cherished every 
hostile act committed against her by her unde Hagen and 
her brothers, and to have secretly nursed her grievances 
throughout the remainder of her saddened existence. 

Krimihiid Marries Atfila 

Thirteen years after the death of Siegfried. Htlche, wife 
of Attita, or tiizeS, K ing of the Huns, having died, that 
monarch was desirous of marrying again, and dispatched 
his faithful councillor, Rudiger, Margrave of Bcclilam, to 
the Burgundian court to ask for the hand of Kricmhild. 
Her brethren, only too anxious to be rid of her accusing 
presence, gladly consented to the match, but Hagen had 
forebodings that if she gained power she would wreak a 
dreadful vengeance on them all But he was overruled, 
and Rudiger was permitted to interview Kricmhild. At 
first she would not hear of the marriage, but when Kildiger 
expressed his surprise at the manner in which she was 
treated in her own country, and hinted that if she were to 
wed with Etze] she would be guarded against such insult¬ 
ing conduct, she consented. But first she made Rudiger 
swear to avenge her wrongs, and this he did lightly, 
thinking it merely a woman's whim which would pass 
away after marriage. She accompanied Rudiger to the 
court of Etzcl, stopping at his castle of Bechfam, where 
dwelt his wife GoteUnd and his daughter Dietlmde. The 
journey to Vienna is described in detail. At length they 
met Euel at Tulna with twenty-four kings and princes in 
his train and a mighty retinue, the greatest guest present 
being Dietrich of Bern, King of the Goths, who with his 
band of Wolfings was sojourning at the court of Etrcl. 
The nuptials took place at Vienna amid great magnifi¬ 
cence, but through all Kriemhild sorrowed only for 
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Siegfried and brooded long and darkly on her schemes of 
vengeance. 

Seven years passed, during which Kricmhihl won the 
love of all Etzel's court. She bore the King a son, Ort- 
Hob, and gained the confidence and respect of his advisers. 
Another six yeans passed, and Kriemhitd believed that 
the time for vengeance had now arrived. To this end she 
induced Eizel to invite her brethren and Hagen to his 
court at Vienna, At first the Burgundians liked the 
hospitable message well, but suspicion of it was sown in 
their minds by Hagen, who guessed that treachery lurked 
beneath its honeyed words, 1 n the end they accepted the 
invitation and journeyed to the land of the 1 luns, a 
thousand and sixty knights and nine thousand soldiers. 
On the way they encountered many ill omens. 

The Journey 

Through Eastern Frankland rode Gunthers men toward 

the river Main, led by Hagen, for well he knew the way. 

All men wondered when they saw the host, for never had 

any seen such lordly knights or such a rich and noble 

reti nue, Well might one see that these were princes. On 

the twelfth day they came to the banks of the Danube. 

Hagen riding in the van. He dismounted on the river's 

sandv shore and tied his steed to a tree. The river was 
# 

swollen with rains and no boats were in sight. Now the 
Nibclungs could not perceive how they were to win over 
the stream, for it was broad and strong. 

And Hagen rebuked the King, saying; “ III be with you, 
lord. See ye not that the river is swollen and its flood 
is mighty ? Many a bold knight shall we lost here 
to-day, M 

** Not greatly do thy words help, Hagen,” spake the King. 
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" Mecter were it for thee to search for a ford, instead of 
wasting thy breath," 

But Hagen sneered back : " I am not yet weary of life, O 
king, and 1 wish not to drown in these broad waves. 
Belter that men should die by my sword in Etzel’s land 
Stay thou then by the water’s edge, whilst [seek a ferryman 
along the stream ," 

To and fro he sought a ferryman. Soon he heard a splash 
of water and hearkened In a spring not far off some 
women were bathing, Hagen spied them and crept 
stealthily toward them. But they saw his approach and 
went swiftly away, Hagen, approaching, seized their 
clothes. 

Now these women were swan-maidens, or mermaids, and 
one of them, Hadburg, spake to him, " Sir Hagen," she 
said, “ well wot 1 that ye wish to find a ferry. Now give 
to us our garments and we will show you where: one is." 
They breasted the waves like swans. Once more spake 
Hadburg: "Safely will ye go to Ethel's land and great 
honours will ye gain there; aye, greater than hero ever 
rode to find" 

Right joyous was Hagen at this speech. Back he handed 
to the maidens their weeds. 

Then spake another mermaid, Steglind : " Take warning 
from me, Hagen. Believe not the word of mine aunt, for 
she lias sore deceived thee. Go not to Etrel's land, for 
there you shall die. So turn again. Whoso rideth onward 
hath taken death by the hand.” 

*■ I heed not thy words,* said Hagen , 11 for how should it 
ho that all of us die there through the hate of anyone?” 
“So must it be," said Sicglind, “for none of you shall 
live, save the King’s chaplain, who alone will come again 
safe and sound to Gunther’s land.” 
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“Ye are wise wives,” laughed Hagen bitterly “Wei! 
would Gunther and his lords believe me should I tell him 
this rede, 1 pray thee, show us over the stream." 

“So be it," replied Siegiind ; “since ye will not turn you 
from your journey. See you yonder inn by the water’s 
side ? Then; is the only ferry over the river.” 

At once Hagen made off. But Siegiind called after him : 
“ Stay, Sir Knight; credit me,you are too much in baste. 
For the lord of these lands, who is called Else, and his 
brother, Knight Gelfrat, will make it go hard with you an 
ye cross their dominions. Guard you carefully and deal 
wisely with the ferryman, for he is liegeman unto Gelfrat, 
and if he wilt not cross the river to you, call for him. and 
say thou art named Amelrich, a hero of this land who left 
it some time a gone." 

No more spake Hagen to the swan-maidens, but searching 
up the river tanks, he found an inn upon the farther shore. 
Loudly he called across the flood. “Come for me, 
ferryman/' he said, “and 1 will bestow upon thee an 
armlet of ruddy gold/* 

Now the ferryman was a noble and did not care for 
service, and those who helped him were as proud as he. 
They heard Hagen calling, but recked not of it. Loudly 
clid he call across the water, which resounded to his cries. 
Then, his patience exhausted, he shouted : 

** Come hither, for 1 am Amelrich, liegeman to Else, who 
left these lands because of a great feud/* As he spake he 
raised his spear, on which was an armlet of bright gold, 
cunningly fashioned. 

1 he haughty ferryman took an oar and rowed across, but 
when he arrived at the farther bank he spied not him who 
had cried for passage. 

At last he saw Hagen, and in great anger said: “ You may 
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be called Arodrich, but you are not like him whom I 
thought to be here, for he was my brother. You have lied 
to rne and there you may stay," 

Hagen attempted to impress the ferryman by kindness, 
but he refused to listen to his words, telling the warrior 
that his lords had enemies, wherefore lie never conveyed 
strangers across the river, Hagen then offered him gold, 
and so angry did the ferryman become that he struck at 
the Ni belling with hh rudder oar, which broke over 
Hagen’s head. But the warrior smote him so fiercely 
with his sword that he struck his head off and cast it on 
the ground. The shift* began to drift down the stream, 
and Hagen, wading into the water, had much ado to secure 
it and bring it back. With might and main he pulled, 
and in turning it the oar snapped in his hand. He 
then floated down stream, where he found his lords 
standing by the shore. They came down u> meet him 
with many questionings, bin Gunther, espying the blood 
in the skiff, knew well what fate the ferryman had met 
with. 

Hagen then called to the footmen to lead the horses into 
the river that they might swim across. All the trappings 
and baggage were placed in the skiff, and Hagen, playing 
the steersman, ferried full many mighty warriors into the 
unknown land. First went the knights, then the men-at- 
arms. then followed nine thousand footmen. By no means 
was Hagen idle on that day. 

On a sudden he espied the king’s chaplain clow % the 
chap l baggage, leaning with his hands upon the relics, 
and recalling that the wise women had told him that only 
this priest would return and none other of the Ki belongs, 
he seized him by the middle and cast him from the skiff 
into the Danube. 
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'* Hold, Sir Hagen, hold 1" cried his comrades. Gisclher 
grew wroth ; but Hagen only smiled 
Then said Sir Gernot of Burgundy t "Hagen, what 
availed) you the chaplain's death? Wherefore have ye 
slain the priest?" 

But the clerk struck out boldly, for he wished to save his 
life. But this Hagen would not have and thrust him to 
the bottom, Once more he came to the surface, and this 
time he was carried by the force of the waves to the sandy 
shore. Then Hagen knew well that naught might avail 
against the tidings which the mermaids had told him, that 
not a Nlbelung should return to Burgundy, 

When the skiff had been unloaded of baggage and all the 
company had been ferried across, Hagen broke it in 
pieces and cast it into the flood When asked wherefore 
he had done so, and how they were to return from the 
land of the Huns back to the Rhine, Hagen said: 

** should we have a coward on this journey who would 
turn his back on the Huns, when he cometh to this stream 
he will die a shameful death." 

In passing through Bavaria the Burgundians came into 
collision with Gelfrat and his brother Else, and Gelfrat 
was slain. They were received at Bechlarn by Rudiger, 
who treated them most hospitably and showered many 
gift* upon them, bestowing upon Gernoi his favourite 
sword, on Gunther a noble suit of armour, and on Hagen 
a famous shield. He accompanied the strangers to the 
court of Etiel, where they were met first ol all by 
Dietrich of Bern, who warned them that Kricmhild 
prayed daily for vengeance upon them for the murder 
of Siegfried When Kriemhild beheld Hagen, her arch¬ 
enemy, she wept. Hagen saw. and "bound his helmet 
tighter." 
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'* We have not made a good journey to this feast.' 1 he 
muttered 

Kriemhilds Welcome 

14 Yc are welcome, nobles and knights," said Kriemhild, 
'■ I greet you not for your kinship. What bring ye me 
from Worms beyond Lhe Rhine that ye should be so 
welcome to me here ? Where have ye put the Nibelung 
treasure? It is mine as ye know full well, and ye should 
have brought it me to EtxcTs court,” 

Hagen replied that he had been ordered by his liege 
lords to sink it in the Rhine, and there must it lie till 
doomsday. 

At this Kriemhild grew wroth. Hagen went on to say 
that he had enough to do to carry his shield and breast- 
plate. The Queen, alarmed, desired that all weapons 
should be placed In her charge, but to this Hagen 
demurred, and said that k was too much honour for such 
a bounteous princess to bear his shield and other arms to 
his lodging. 

Kriemhild lamented, saying that they appeared to think 
that she planned treachery against them ; but to this 
Dietrich answered in great anger that he had forewarned 
Gunther and his brothers of her treacherous intentions, 
Kriemhild was greatly abashed at this, and without 
speaking a word she left the company; but ere she went 
she darted furious glances ujnrn them, from which they 
well saw with what a dangerous foe they had to deal. 
King Bud then asked who Hagen might be, and was 
told bis name and lineage and that he was a fierce and 
grim warrior. Buel then recognized him as a warrior 
who had been a hostage with him along with Walthar of 
Spain and who had done him yeoman service. 
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Events Match 

This last passage connects the Ntbtlttngtnlitd with the 
Latin poem of W&lihw of Aqvitatne. tndeed, the great 
German epic contains repeated allusions to ibis work of 
the ninth or tenth century, which is dealt with later in 
this book. Events now march quickly. Kriemhild 
offered gold untold to him who would slay Hagen, but 
although her enemy was within her grasp, so doughty 
was the warrior and so terrible his appearance that none 
dared do battle with him. A Hun was killed by accident 
in a tournament, but Etzel protected his Burgundian 
guests. At length Blodelin was bribed by Krienthild to 
attack Dank wart with a thousand follower*. Dankwart’s 
men were all slain, but he himself made good his escape 
by fighting his way through the closely packed Huonisb 
ranks. Dankwart rushed to die hall where the Bur¬ 
gundians were feasting with dm Huns, and in great wrath 
acquainted Hagen with the treacherous attempt which had 
been made upon his life. 

« Haste ye, brother Hagen ” he cried, “ for as ye sit there 
our knights and squires lie slain in their chambers." 

* Who hath done this deed ? " asked Hagen. 

■* Sir Blodelin with his carles. But he breathes no longer, 
for myself 1 parted his head from his body." 

» If he died as a warrior, then it is well for him," replied 
the grim Hagen; 'but, brother Dankwart, yc are red 
with blood." 

“ f Tis but my weeds which ye see thus wet," said 
Dankwart carelessly. '* The blood is that of other men, 
so many in sooth that 1 could not give yc tale of the 
number," 

« Guard the door, brother" said Hagen fiercely; «guard 
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it yet so that not a single Hun may escape. 1 will hold 
parley with these brave warriors who have so foully slain 
defenceless men.” 

"Well will I guard the doorway,’* laughed Dank wart; 
“ I shall play ye tile part of chamberlain, brother, in this 
great business.** 

The Beginning of the Slaughter 
Hagen, mortally incensed at the slaughter of the Bur¬ 
gundians by the Huns, and wrongly suspecting litzel 
of conspiracy in the affair, drew his sword, and with one 
blow of the weapon smote off the head of young Ortlieb, 
the son of Etzcl and Kriemhild. Then began a slaughter 
grim and great. The Huns fought at first in self- 
defence, but as they saw their friends fall they laid on 
in good earnest and the combat became general. At 
length Dietrich of Bern, as a neutral, intervened, and 
succeeded in bringing about a half-truce, whereby Etzcl 
Kriemhild. and Rudiger were permitted to leave the hall, 
the remainder of Etzd's attendants being slaughtered 
like sheep. In great wrath Etzel and Kriemhild offered 
heavy bribes to any who would slay Hagen. Several 
attempts were made, but without avail; and the terrible 
conflict continued till nightfall, when a truce was called. 
From his place of vantage in the hall Giselher reproached 
his sister with her treachery*, and Kriemhild offered to 
spare her brothers if they would consent to give up 
Hagen. But this offer they contemptuously refused, 
holding death preferable to such dishonour. Kriemhild, 
in her bitter hate, set the hall on fire, and most of tire 
Burgundians perished in the conflagration. Kriemhild 
and the Huns were astounded, however, when in the 
morning they discovered six hundred of the Burgundians 
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were still alive. The queen appealed to Rudiger to 
complete the slaughter, but he, aghast at the idea of 
attacking friends whom he had sworn to protect, was 
about to refuse, when Kriumhikl reminded him of his 
oath to her. With sorrow he proceeded to fulfil his 
promise, and Giselhcr, seeing his approach, imagined he 
came as an ally. But Rudiger promptly disillusioned 
him. The Burgundians were as loath to attack Rudiger 
as he them, and Hagen and he exchanged shields. The 
combat recommenced, and great was the slaughter of the 
Burgundians, until Gernot and Rudiger came together 
and slew one another. At this, Wolfiiart, Dietrich ol 
Bern's lieutenant, led his men against the Burgundians to 
avenge Rudiger’s death, and Giselher and Wolfhart slew 
one another. Volker and Dankwart were also slain. At 
length all were dead save Gunther and Hagen, whom 
Dietrich accosted and whom he offered to save, But 
this offer Hagen refused. Then the Lord ol Bern grew 
wroth. 

Diet rick Intervenes 

Dietrich then donned his armour and was assisted to 
accoutre himself by Hildebrand. He felt a heroic mood 
inspire him. a good sword was in his hand, and a stout 
shield was on bis arm, and with the faithful Hildebrand 
he went boldly thence, 

Hagen espied him coming and said: “Yonder 1 see Sir 
Dietrich, He desires to join battle with us after his great 
sorrow. To-day shall we see to whom must go the palm. 
1 fear him not. Let him come on." 

This speech was not unheard of Dietrich ami Hildebrand, 
for Hagen came to where he found the hero leaning against 
the wall of the bouse. Dietrich set his -duel J on the ground 
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and in woeful tones said r *' O king, wherefore have ye 
treated me so ? All my men are gone. I am bereft of all 
good, Knight Rudiger the brave and true is slain. Why- 
have ye done these things ? Never should 1 have worked 
you such sorrow. Think on yourselves and on your wrongs, 
bo ye not grieve for the death of your good kinsmen ? 
Ah. how 1 mourn the fall of Rudiger I Whatsoever joy 
] have known in life that have ye slain. It is not for me 
to sorrow if my kin be slain.” 

•« How so t Dietrich ? " asked Hagen. ■' Did not your men 
come to this hall armed from head to heel with intent to 
slay us ?" 

Then spake Dietrich of Bern, 11 This is fate's work and 
not the doing of man,” said the hero. “Gunther, thou 
hast fought well. Yield thee now as hostage, no shame 
shall it be to thee. Thou shah find me true and faithful 
with thee." 

“ Nay, God forbid," cried Hagen ; "lam still unfettered 
and we are only two. Would ye have me yield me after 
such a strife ?" 

*■ Yet would 1 save thy life, brave and noble Hagen." said 
Dietrich earnestly. '* Yield thee, I beg, and l will convoy 
thee safe home to Rhineland," 

11 Nay. cease to crave this thing,” replied Hager angrily, 
" Such a tale shall never be told of me. I see but two of 
ye. ye and Hildebrand." 

Hildebrand, addressing Hagen, then said that the hour 
would come when he would gladly accept the truce his 
ford offered, hut Hagen in reply twitted Hildebrand with 
the manner in which he had fled from the hall. Dsetrieh 
interrupted them, saying that it ill beseemed heroes to 
scold like ancient beldams, and forbade Hildebrand to 
say more. Then, seeing that Hagen was grim of mo , 
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Dietrich snatched up his shield. A moment inter Hagai’s 
sword rang on his helm, hut the Lord of Bern guarded 
him well against the dreadful blows. Warily did ht 
guard him against Hagen's mighty falchion Balmung. 
At last he dealt Hagen a wound deep and w ide, But hf 
did not wish to slay him. desiring rather to have such a 
hero as hostage. Casting away his shield, in his arms he 
gripped Hagen of Trony, who, faint from loss of blood, 
was overthrown. At that Gunther began to wail greatly. 
Dietrich then bound Hagen and led him to where stood 
Kricmhild and gave him into her hand. Right merry was 
she at the sight and blessed Dietrich, bowing low before 
him. telling him that he had requited her of all her woes, 
and that she would serve him until death. 

But Dietrich begged Hagen's life of the Queen, telling 
her that he would requite her of all that he had done 
against her. ^'Lct him not suffer/* said he, "because 
you see him stand there bound.” But she ordered that 
Hagen be led away to durance. 

Dietrich then went to where Gunther stood in the hall 
and engaged him in strife. Loudly rang the swords as 
the two heroes circled in fight, dealing mighty blows on 
each other’s helm, and men there had great wonder how 
Sir Dietrich did not fall, so sorely angry was Gunther for 
the loss of Hagen. But the King’s blood was seen to 
ooze through his armourings, and as he grew fainter 
Dietrich overcame him as he had done Hagen and bound 
him, 1 hen was he too taken before Kricmhild, and once 
again the noble Dietrich begged a life from the Queen. 
1 ms she gladly promised, but treachery was in her heart. 
Then went she to Hagen and said to him that if he would! 
return the N(beltings' treasure to her he might still go 
home safe and sound to Burgundy, The grim champion 
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answered that she wasted her words, and that he had 
sworn an oath not to show the hoard while any of his 
lords still lived. At that answer a terrible thought 
entered the mind of Kriemhild, and without die least 
compunction she ordered that her brother Gunther's life 
be taken. They struck off his head like that of a common 
malefactor, and by the hair she carried it to the Knight of 
I rony. Full sorrowfully he gazed upon it, then turning 
his eyes away from the haggard and distorted features, hr 
said to Kriemhild: 

“ Dead is the noble King of Burgundy, and Giselher, and 
Gemot also. Now' none knoweth of the treasure save me, 
and it shall ever be hid from thee, thou fiend. 1 ' 

The Death of Hagen and Kriemhild 
Greatly wroth was Kriemhild when she heart! that her 
stratagem had come to naught. 11 Full ill have ye requited 
me. Sir Hagen,” she cried fiercely, and drawing the sword 
of Siegfried from its sheath, she raised it with both hands 
and struck off the Burgundian's head. 

Amazed and sorrowful was King Etrel when he saw this. 
“Alas," cried he, “that such a hero should die bound and 
by the hands of a woman. Here licth the best of knights 
that ever came to battle or bore a shield. Sorely doth 
this deed grieve me, however much I was his foe.’’ 

Then spake old Hildebrand, full of horror that such a 
thing had come to pass. '* Little shall it profit her that 
she hath slain him so foully.” he cried; " whatever hap to 
me. yet will I avenge bold Hagen.” 

With these words he rushed at Kriemhild. Loudly did 
she cry out, hut little did that avail her, for with one great 
stroke Hildebrand clove her in twain, The victims of 
fate lay still. Sorely wept Dietrich and EucL So ended 
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the high fuasi in death and woe. More is not to be said 
Let the dead rest. Thus fell the Nibelungs, thus was 
accomplished the fate of their house 1 
The place of origmof the fHbelmgtxiutd is much disputed, 
a number of scholars arguing Tor its Scandinavian genesis, 
but it may be said that the consensus of opinion among 
modern students of the epic is that it took its rise in 
Germany, along the banks of the Rhine, among the 
Frankish division of the Teutonic folk* Place-names 
lend colour to this assumption* Thus in the Odcnwald 
we have a Siegfried Spring ; a Brunhild Bed is situated 
near Frankfort: there is a Hagen Well at Lurch, and the 
Drachenfds, or Dragon's Rock, Is on the hanks of the 
Rhine. Singularly enough, however. If we desire a full 
survey of the NibebmgenlUd story, we have to supple¬ 
ment it from earlier versions in use among the peoples of 
Scandinavia and Iceland. These arc distinctly of a more 
simple and early form than the German versions, and it is 
to be assumed that they represent the original Nibelungtn- 
lUd story, which was preserved faithfully in the North, 
whereas the familiarity of its theme among the Southern 
Teutons caused it to be altered again and again for the 
sake of variety, until to some extent it lost its original 
outline. Moreover, such poems as the Norse Vohunga 
Saga and Thidreks Saga, not to speak of other and lesser 
epics, afford many details relating to the A 'shciangfnlltd 
which it docs not contain in its present fortn. It may be 
interesting to give a summary of the Volsunga Saga, 
which is a prose paraphrase of the Edda Songs. 

The Vioisunga Saga 

The epic deals with the history of tht treasure of the 
Nibelungs. and tells how a certain J Jrcithmar had it given 
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him by the god Loki as a wergild Tor the slaying of the 
former's son, Otar or Otter, who occasionally took the 
shape of that an final. Lokt in his turn obtai ned the ransom 
from the dwarf Andwari, who had stolen it from the river- 
gods of the Rhine, The dwarf, incensed at losing the 
treasure, pronounced a most dreadful curse upon it 
and its possessors, saying that it would be the death 
of those who should get hold of it. Thus Hrckhmar, 
its first owner, was slain in his sleep by his son 
Fafnir, who carried the treasure away to the Gnita 
Heath, where, having taken the form of a dragon, he 
guarded it. 

The treasure—and the curse—next passed Into the keep¬ 
ing of Sigurd (the Norse farm of Siegfried), a descendant 
of the race of the Volsungs, a house tracing its genea¬ 
logy back to the god Woden, The full story of Sigurd's 
ancestry it is unnecessary to deal with here, as it has 
little influence on the connexion of the story of the Vol¬ 
sungs with the NilttlMngfntied. Sigurd came under the 
tutelage of Kegin. the son of Hrcithmar and brother of 
Fafnir, received the magic steed Grant from the king, and 
then was requested by Rcgin to assist him in obtaining 
the treasure guarded by Fafnir. After forging a sword 
for himself out of the fragments of a blade left by his 
father Sieg'uiund, he avenged his father's death and then 
set out to attack Fafnir. Meeting YVoden, he was 
advised by the god to dig a ditch in the dragon's path. 
Encountering Fafnir, he slew him and the dragon’s blood 
ran into the ditch, without which he would have been 
drowned by the flood of gore from the monster. As the 
dragon died he warned Sigurd against the treasure and 
its curse and against Regia, who, he said, was planning 
Sigurd's death. 
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When Regin saw that the dragon was quite dead, he 
crept from his hiding-place and quaffed its blood- Then, 
cutting out die heart, he begged Sigurd to roast it for 
him. In this operation Sigurd burnt his Ungers and in¬ 
stinctively thrust them in his mouth, thus tasting of the 
dragon's blood, whereupon he was surprised to find that 
he comprehended the language of the birds. Hearkening 
intently to the strange, new sounds, he teamed that if he 
himself should eat the heart, then he would be wiser than 
anyone in the world. The birds further betrayed Regin's 
evil intentions, and advised Sigurd to kill him. Seeing 
his danger, Sigurd went to where Regin was and cut off 
his head and ate Fafnir's heart. Following once again 
the advice of the birds, he brought the treasure from the 
cave and then journeyed to the mountain Hindarfjall, 
where he rescued the sleeping Valkyr, Brynhild or 
Brunhild, who had been pierced by the sleep-thorn of 
Woden and lay in slumber clad in full armour within a 
castle, surrounded by a hedge of flame. Mounting his 
horse Grant. Sigurd rode through the fiery obstacle to the 
gate of the castle. He entered it, and, finding the maiden 
asleep, cut the armour from her with his sword—for during 
her tong slumber it had become very tight upon her. 
Brunhild hailed him with joy, for she had vowed never to 
marry a man who knew fear. She taught Sigurd much 
wisdom, ami finally they pledged their' troth. He then 
departed, after promising to remain faithful to her. 

On his travels he arrived at the court of Gtttk! or 
Gibicho, a king whose domains were situated on the 
Lower Rhine, Three sons had he, Gunnar, Hpgni, and 
Gutthorm, and a daughter Gudrun. a maiden of exquisite 
beauty. His queen bore the name of Grimhild, and was 
deeply versed in magical science, but was evil of nature. 
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They received Sigurd with much honour. Grimhild knew 
of bis relations with Brunhild, and gave him a potion which 
produced forgetfulness of the war.maiden, so that he 
accepted the hand of Gudrun which Gtuki offered him. 
The marriage was celebrated with great splendour, and 
Sigurd remained at Giuki's court, much acclaimed for his 
deeds of skill and valour. 

Grimhild meanwhile urged upon her son Gunnar to sue for 
the hand of Brunhild. He resolved to accept her advice and 
set out to visit her, taking with him Sigurd and a few 
other friends. He first visited Brunhild’s father Budli, 
and afterward her brother-in-law Hcimir, from whom he 
heard that Brunhild was free to choose the man she desired, 
but that she would espouse no one who had not ridden 
through the hedge of flame. They proceeded to Brun¬ 
hild's castle. Gunnar attempted to pierce the flames, but 
was unable to do so even when seated on Sigurd's horse, 
for Grani would not stir, knowing well that it was not his 
master who urged him on* At last they made use of a 
potion that had been given them by Grimhild, and Sigurd, 
in the shape of Gunnar, rode through the wall of fire. He 
explained to the war-maiden that he was the son of Giuki 
and had come to claim her hand. The destiny laid upon 
her by Woden compelled her to consent, but she did so 
with much reluctance. Sigurd then passed three nights 
at her side, placing his sword Gram between them as a bar 
of separation; but at parting he drew from her finger the 
ring with which he had originally plighted his troth to 
her, and replaced it with another taken from Fafnirs 
hoard. Shortly afterward the wedding of Gunnar and 
Brunhild was celebrated with lavish splendour, and they 
all returned to Giuki’s court. 
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The Quarrel of Brunhild and Gudrun 
Matters progressed happily for some time, until one 
day Brunhild and Gudrun went to bathe in the river, 
Brunhild refused to bathe farther down the stream than 
Gudrun—that is, in the water which flowed from Gudrun 
to her—asserting that her husband was the son of a king, 
while Sigurd had become a menial, Gudrun retorted to 
her sister-in-law that not Gunnar. but Sigurd had pene¬ 
trated the hedge of fire and had taken from her the ring, 
which she then showed to Brunhild in proof or her words. 
A second and even more disturbing conversation followed, 
which served only to increase the hatred between the 
wo men, a n d E r tin h i I d plan n etl a dread fu 1 ve ngeance, She 
feigned illness, retired to her bed. and when Gunnar 
inquired what ailed her, asked him if he recalled the cir¬ 
cumstances of their wooing, and how Sigurd, and not he, 
rode through the flames to win her. So furious was she 
at the dreadful insult which had been placed upon her by 
Gudrun that she attempted to take Gutinar’s life. She 
still loved Sigurd, and could never forgive Gunnar and his 
sister for robbing her of him. So terrible was her grief 
that she sank into a deep slumber in which she remained 
for seven days, no one daring to ivaUt-a her. Finally 
Sigurd succeeded in doing so, and slit lamented to him 
how cruelly she had been deceived ; she declared that he 
and she had been destined for one another, and that now 
she had received for a husband a man who could not 
match with him, Sigurd begged her not to harbour a 
grudge against Gunnar, and told her of his mighty deeds 
—how that he had slain the king of the Danes, and also 
the brother of Budli, a great warrior—but Brunhild did 
not cease to lament, and planned Sigurd's death, threaten- 
30 a 


Gudrun’s Adventure 

ifig Gunnar with the loss of his dominions and his life if 
he would not hill Sigurd. Gunnar hesitated for a long 
lime, but at length consented, and calling Hogni, ordered 
him to slav Sigurd that they might thus obtain the treasure 
of the Rhmegold. Hogni was aghast at this, and re¬ 
minded him that they had pledged their oaths to Sigurd. 
Then Gunnar remembered that his brother Gutthorm had 
sworn no oath of loyalty to Sigurd, and so might perform 
the deed. They plied him with wolf and snake meat to 
eat, so that he might become savage by nature, and they 
tried to excite his greed with tales of the Rhinegold 
treasure. Twice did Gutthorm make the attempt as 
Sigurd lay in bed, but twice he was deterred from staying 
him by the hero's penetrating glance. The third time, 
however, he found him asleep and pierced him with his 
sword. Sigurd awoke and hurled his own sword after 
Gutthorm, cutting him in two. He then died, stating that 
he knew Brunhild to be the instigator of the tnurder. 
Gudrun's grief was frantic, and at this Brunhild laughed 
aloud as if with joy; but later she became more grief- 
stricken Lhan Sigurd's w'ife herself, and determined to be 
done with life. Donning her richest array, she pierced 
herself with a sword. As she expired she requested to be 
burned on Sigurd's funeral pyre, and also prophesied that 
Gudrun would marry Alii, and that the death ol many 
heroes would be caused thereby, 

Gudrun s Adventure 

Gudrun in her great sorrow fled to the court of King 
Half of Denmark, at which she tarried for seven years. 
Her mother Grimhild learned of her place of concealment 
and attempted to bring about a reconciliation between her 
and Gunnar. She was offered much treasure if she would 
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marry Atii, King of the Huns, and finally she consented. 
Atii became covetous of Gunnar’s wealth—for the latter 
had taken possession of the Rhine gold—and invited him 
to his court. But Gudrun 3ent a message of warning to 
her brother. The nines which composed this, however, 
were so manipulated by Vingt, one of the messengers, 
that they read as a harmless invitation instead of a 
warning, and this Gunnar and Hogni determined to 
accept. They reached Atfi’s court in due season, and as 
they arrived Vmgi disclosed his true character, stating 
that he had lured them into a snare. Hogni slew him, 
and as they rode to Atli’s dwelling the Hunnish king 
and his sons armed themselves for battle and demanded 
Sigurd's treasure, which they declared belonged by right 
to Gudrun, Gunnar refused to part with it, and a great 
combat began, Gudrun armed herself and fought on 
the side of her brothers. A fierce battle raged with 
great loss on both sides, until nearly all the Ni be l ungs 
were slain, and Gunnar and Hogni, forced to yield to the 
power of numbers, were captured and bound. 

Gunnar was now asked if he would purchase his life with 
the treasure, and he replied eventually that he would 
do so if he were given Hogni’s heart. To humour his 
request the lluns eut out the heart of a slave and brought 
it to him ; but Gunnar saw through the stratagem and 
recognized the heart as that of a coward. They then cut 
out Hogni’s heart, and Gunnar. seeing that this was 
indeed the heart of a prince, was glad, for now he alone 
knew where the treasure of the Rhinegold was hid, and 
he vowed that A tit should never know of its whereabouts. 
In great wrath the Hunnish monarch ordered Gunnar to 
be thrown into a pit of snakes. His hands were bound, 
yet the hero from the Rhine played so exquisitely with his 
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iocs Oil a harp which Gudrun had sent to him that he 
lulled to sleep all the reptiles with the exception of an 
adder, which stuns him to the heart so that he died, 

Adi, spurning the bodies of the fallen, turned to Gudrun. 
saying that she alone was to blame for what had happened, 
Thai evening she killed her two sons. Erpand Eitd, and 
served their flesh at the banquet which the King was 
giving for his warriors. When Atli ashed for the bo\ s 
io be brought to him. he was told that he had drunk the.r 
blood in his wine and had eaten their hearts. 

That night, while he slept, Gudrun took Hogm s son 
Knitting who desired to avenge his slaughtered father, 
and entering Allis chamber, the young man thrust a 
,,vord through the breast of the Hunnish king. He 
awoke through the pain of his wound, and was informed 
by Gudrun that she was his murderess. He bitterly 
reproached her, only to be told that she cared for no one 
but Sigurd. A tit's last request was that his obsequies 
should be such as were fitting for a king, and to ensure 
that he had proper funeral rites Gudrun set fire to his 
castle and burnt his body together with those of his dead 

retainers. , , , 

The further adventures of Gudrun arc related m certain 

songs in the Edda, but the Vohunga Saga proper ends 

with the death of Atli. 


Comparisons between ike Epics 
Wc see from this account that the VolsuvgaSag* presents 
in many respects an older Form or th tN^/angen^d 
story. Sigurd is the same as Siegfried; Gunnar. I logm, 
and Gudrun are parallels with Gunther, Hagen, and 
Kriemhild—although, strangely enough, that name is*u>o 
borne by Gud run’s mother in the Vo hung* Saga, Wc 
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will recall that the events detailed in the lust pari of 
the lay of the Volsungs are vaguely alluded to to die 
Ni&e/vttfittterf, which assures us that the connexion we 
have thus drawn is a correct one. 

Myth or History ? 

We come now to the vexed question as to whether the 
Af t&tluttgtniUd is mythical or historical in origin. This 
question has been approached by certain scholars who. 
because of their lack of mythological knowledge, have 
rendered themselves ridiculous in attempting elucidations 
on a purely historical basis. An entirely mythological 
origin is not here pleaded for the Wbctitngcniud, but it 
should surely be recognized, even by the historian who is 
without my thologicah raining, thuL no story of any antiquity 
exists which does not contain a substantial substratum of 
mythical circumstance. So speedy is the crystallization 
of myth around the nucleus of historical Tact ( and so 
tenacious is its bold, that to disentangle it from the 
factors of reality is a task of the most extreme difficulty, 
requiring careful handling by scholars who possess a wide 
and accurate knowledge of mythological processes. Even 
to-day, when students of history have recovered from the 
first shock of the intrusion into their domain of the 
mylhotogisl and the folklorist, so much remains to be 
effected in the disentanglement of what is believed to be 
absolute historical fact from the mythical growths which 
surround it that, were they conscious of the labour which 
yet remains in this respect, even the most advanced of our 
present-day historians would stand aghast at the task 
which a waits their Successors, 

In the Nibtlungexlitd we have a case in point. What 
the exact mythological elements contained in it represent 
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it would indeed be difficult to say. Students of the 
Mullerian school have seen in Siegfried a sun-god. who 
awakens Brunhild, a nature goddess. This aspect is not 
without its likelihood, for in one passage Brunhild tells 
how Odin thrust into her side a thorn—evidently the 
sharp sting of icy winter—and how the spell rendered 
her unconscious until awakened by Siegfried, There are 
many other mythological factors sn the storj, and either a 
diurnal or seasonal myth may be indicated by it. But it 
would require a separate volume to set forth the argu¬ 
ments in favour of a partial mythological origin of the 
Ntbtlungenlxtd. One point is to be especially observed— 
a point which we have not so far seen noted in a contro 
versy where it would have seemed that every special 
circumstance had been laboured to the lull -and that 
is that, besides mythological matter entering into the 
original scheme of the Sibtlungenhed, a very considerable 
mass of mythical matter has crystallized around it smt$ it 
tuas cast into Us first form. This will be obvious to any 
folklorist or experience who will lake the trouble to 
compare the Scandinavian and German versions. 

The Historical Theory 

Abel mg and Boer, the most recent protagonists of the 
historical theory, profess to see in the Nihshmgeniud the 
misty and confused traditions of real events and people. 
Abding admits that it contains mythical elements, but 
identifies Siegfried with Scgerie, son of the Burgundian 
king Sigtsmund, Brunhild with the historical Bruoichlldis, 
and Hagan with a certain Hagnerius. The basis of the 
story, according to him. is thus a medley of Burgundian 
historical traditions round which certain mythological 
details have crystallized. The historical nucleus is the 
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overthrow of the Burgundian kingdom of Gundahar by 
ihr Huns in a.». 436. Other events, historical in them 
selves, were torn from their proper epochs and grouped 
around this nucleus. Thus the murder ol Scgeric, which 
happened eighty-nine years later, and the murder of 
Attila by his Burgundian wife JIdjco, arc tom from their 
proper historical surroundings and fitted into the story. 
Boer, on the other hand, will not liave it that there is any 
mythology at all in the Ntf/e/ungenlied, and, according to 
him, the nucleus of the legend is an old story of the 
murder of relatives. This became grafted on the Siegfried 
legend according to some authorities, but Boer will not 
admit Lhis, and presents a number of arguments to 
disprove the mythical character of the Siegfried story. 
1 be reasoning is ingenious, hut by no means valuable. 
We know that the mythologies or the ancient Germans 
and the Scandinavians were in many respects, though not 
in all, one and the same system, and we find many of the 
characters of the Nibe/ungenlied among the divine beings 
alluded to in the Jidda. ft Ls unlikely that the dramatis 
personae of a German murder story would find its way 
into even the most decadent form of Scandinavian belief. 
There is every reason to conclude that a great many 
historical elements are to be discovered in the Jtfibtl- 
ur.gftitifd, but to discount entirely those which are 
mythical is absurd and even more futile than it would be 
to deny that many of the incidents related in Liic great 
epic reflect in some measure historical events. 

The Kluge 

The Kiage. a sequel to the Nibe/ungen/ied, recounts 
somewhat tamely the events which follow upon the dire 
catastrophe pictured in the great German epic. 1 1 is on 
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the whole more modern than the Lit 4 > and most critics 
Ascribe it to a period so late as the fourteenth century. 11 
is highly artificial and inartistic, and Grimm points out 
ihat it is obvious that in penning it the author did not 
have the Nilclungmlud, as we know it, before him. As 
it is practically unknown to English-speaking readers, a 
risum? of it may not be out of place here. It describes 
the search among the dead bodies in the house of slaughter, 
the burying of them, the journey of Etzels "fiddler, 
SWemmclm, to the Rhine by way of Bechlam and Passau 
to give the tidings of the massacre to Queen Brunhild, his 
return, and the final parting from Etzcl of Dietrich and his 
wife Herrat, who also take Bechlam on their way. Level 
and poor as the narrative is. it reaches pathos in the 
description of the arrival of the messengers at Bechlam. 
To spare his niece (Goldini) Dietrich tells them not to 
mention the terrible events which have happened, but to 
say that he and Rudiger will soon come to see her, or at 
all events hi msdf. They are received with great rejoicing 

_Gotelim and her daughter Lhink “ both to receive love 

without sorrow, as often before, from beloved glances. 
The young margravine has a foreboding of evil at seeing 
the messengers so few—only seven. T hen her mother 
tells her of an evil dream which she has had, and she in 
turn has to tell of another which has come to herself. 
Meanwhile the messengers are at hand, and are observed 
to be sad. They give to Rudigers wife the false tidings 
of peace which they have been instructed to relate, and 
the younger lady wonders that her father should have sent 
no message to herself specially. The ladies continue to 
question the messengers about Kriemhitd: how has she 
received her brother? what did she say to Hagen? wh.u 
to Gunther? How is it, asks the younger one, that 
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Gisdher has sent her never a message? Each lying 
answer costs the speaker more and more sorrow, and at 
last his tears begin to How, The young margravine 
exclaims that there must be ill news, that evil has 
befallen them, and that the guests and her rather mils: 
be dead. As she speaks one of the messengers can 
contain himself no longer, and a cry breaks with blood 
from his mouth. All his companions burst into tears at 
the same time, i he margravine conjures them by their 
troth to tell how they parted from her husband, saying 
that the lie must have an end. "Then spake the fiddler. 
SwemmeUn the messenger : 1 Lady, we wished to deny to 
you that which wc yet must say, since no man could con 
ceal it; after this hour, yt see Margrave Rudiger no more 
alive. The margravine, we are afterward told, dies ol 
grief at the news, as docs old Queen Ute at her abbey of 
Lors. Brunhild survives, and is prevailed upon by her 
vassals to have her son crowned. Etzel, after parting 
with Dietrich, loses his mind; according to another 
version, his fate remains altogether uncertain. Dietclint. 
the young margravine, is taken under Dietrichs protec¬ 
tion, who promises to find her a husband. Bishop Pilgrin 
has the story written out i n Latin letters. «that men should 
deem it true. A writer, Master Konrad, then began to 
set it down in writing: since then it has been often set to 
verse in Teuton tongues; old and young know well the 
ut e. Of their joy and of their sorrow I now say to you 
no more ; this lay is called Bin Kiage." 

iValthar of Aquitaine 

One of the grandest and most heroic epics of the great 
age of romance is that of WM ar of Attaint. ft is 
indissolubly connected with the Rhine and with the city 
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of Worms because in the vicinity the hero "hose feats 
of arms it celebrates fought his greatest battle. It was 
written in monkish Lai in at any time between the eighth 
and ninth centuries, and is connected with later versions 
of the Nibrfuttgenlifrf, which contains numerous allusions 
to it Founded upon traditional materials collected and 
edited by some gifted occupant of the cloister, it opens in 
ihc grand manner by telling how the empire of the Huns 
had already lasted for more than a thousand years, when 
Attila invaded the territory of the Franks, ruled over by 
Gibicho. Gibicho, trembling for his throne, by the advice of 
his counsellors determined to pay tribute and give hostages 
to the terrible Hun; but as his son Gunther was loo 
young to be sent as a hostage, he put in his place a noble 
youth named Hagen, and paying the invaders a great 
indemnity in treasure, thus secured the safety of his 
kingdom. The Huns then turned their attention to the 
Burgundians, whose king Herric had an only daughter, 
the beautiful Hildegund. Herric shut himself up in the 
Lown of Chalons, and calling together his ministers im¬ 
parted to them his deliberations. 

Since the Franks, who are so much stronger than we, 
have yielded." he said, “how can we of Burgundy hope 
to triumph against such a host? I will give my daughter 
Hildegund as a hostage to the Huns. Better that one 
should suffer than that the realm should be laid waste. 
The Huns accepted Hildegund as a hostage, and with 
much treasure turned their faces westward to the king om 
of Aquitaine, whose king, Alphere. had an only son, 
Wahlwr, who was already affianced to H ddegund He. 
too, had to give up his son as hostage and pay tribute. 
Although ruthless as an invader and cruel as a conqueror, 
Attila displayed the utmost kindness to the children. He 


Hera Talcs & Legends of the Rhine 

treated them in every way as befitted ihdr rank, and 
handing the girl over to the queen, had the boys trained 
in martial exercises and intellectual arts, dll »n a few 
years time they easily surpassed all of the Huns in every 
accomplishment that becomes a knight. So greatly did 
Anitas queen trust the maiden, Hildcgutid, that she 
placed in her charge all the treasures Attila had won in 
war. Life was pleasant for the youthful hostages, but one 
day news came to die ear of Attila that Gibicho was dead 
and that Gunther was his successor. Learning this, Hagen 
succeeded in making his escape by night, and fearing that 
Walthar would follow his example, Attiki’s queen sug¬ 
gested to her husband that he should marry the youthful 
warrior, who had greatly distinguished himself at the 
head of the Huns, to a Hunnish maiden. But Walthar 
had no mind for such a match and declared himself 
unworthy of marriage, urging that if wedded he might 
neglect his military duties, and declaring that nothing 
was so sweet to him as for ever to be busy in the faithful 
service of his lord. Attila, never doubting him, and 
lulled from all suspicion by further victories won by him 
over a rebellious people, dismissed the matter from his 
mind; but on returning from his successful campaign 
U althar had speech with Hildegund on the subject of 
their betrothal, hitherto untouched between them. 

At first she thought that he merely mocked her. but he 
protested that lie was weary of exile, was anxious to 
escape, and would have fled ere this but that it grieved 
him to leave her alone at the H urmisb court. Her reply 
is one characteristic of women in medieval days. 

"Let my lord command," she said ; '* I am ready for his 
love to bear evil hap or good.'* 

She then provided him, out of the treasure-chests of 
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Attiia, with helm, hauberk, and breast-plate. They filled 
two chests with Hunnish money in the shape of golden 
rings, placed four pairs of sandals on the top and several 
fish-hooks, and Walthar told Hildegund that all must be 
ready in a week's lime. 

The Escape 

On the seventh day after this Walthar gave a great feast 
to Atttla, his nobles* and his household- He pressed food 
and wine on the Huns, and when their platters were clear 
and the tables removed, he handed to the king a splendid 
carven goblet, full to the brim of the richest and oldest 
wine- This Attiia emptied at a draught, and ordered all 
Ids men to follow his example. Soon the wine overcame 
the Huns, who, pressed by Walthar. caroused so deeply 
that all were at last rendered unconscious, 

Walthar gas 1 ? the sign to Hildegund, and they slipped 
from the hail and from the stable took his noble war- 
horse Lion, so named for his courage. They hung the 
treasure-chests like panniers on each (lank of the charger, 
ami taking with them some food for the journey, set off. 
Hildegund took the reins, Walthar in full armour sitting 
behind her. All night they did not draw rein, and during 
the day they hid in the gloomy woods. At every breath, 
at the snapping of a twig, or the chirping ol a bird, Hilde¬ 
gund trembled. They avoided the habitations of men and 
skirted the mountains, where but few faces were to be seen, 
and so they made good their flight. 

But the Huns, roused from their drunken sleep, gazed 
around stupidly and cried loudly for Walthar, their boon 
companion as they thought, but nowhere was he to be 
found. The queen, too, missed Hildegund and, realizing 
that the pair had escaped, made loud wail through the 


Hero Tales & Legends of the Rhine 

palace, Angry and bewildered, Alllla could touch neither 
food nor drink. Enraged at the manner in which he hail 
Wn deedvrd, he offered great gifts to him who would 
bring back Walthar in chains ; but none of the Hunnish 
champions considered themselves Jit for such a task, and 
at length the hue and cry ceased, and Walthar and Hilde- 
gund were left to make their way back to Aquitaine as 
best they could. 


I ull of the thought that they were being pursued* Walthar 
and the maiden fled onward He killed the birds of the 
wood and caught fish to supply them with food. His 
altitude to Hiklcgund was one of the deepest chivalry, 
and he was ever mindful for her comfort Fourteen days 
had passed when at last, issuing from the darkness of 
the forest, they beheld the silver Rhine gleaming in the 
sunlight and spied the towers of Worms. At length he 
found a ferry, but, fearing to make gossip in the vicinity, 
be paid the ferryman with fishes, which he had previously 
caught. Tiie ferryman, as it chanced, sold the fish to the 
king's cook, who dressed them and placed them before 
his royal master. The monarch declared that there were 
no such fishes in France, and asked who had brought 
them to Worms. The ferryman was summoned, and 
related how he had ferried over an armed warrior, a fair 
maiden, and a great war horse with two chests. Hagen, 
who sat at the king's table, exclaimed full joyfully : 

" ” ™ mlU avow lhat thI * « none other than my comrade 
Walthar returning from the Hunnish land." 

Say ye so ? retorted King Gunther. " It fe dear that 
by him the Almighty sends me back the treasure of my 
father Gtbicho " 

So ordered he a horse to be brought, and taking with 
him twelve of his bravest chiefs besides Hagen, who 
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sought in vain to dissuade hi m, be went in search oi 
Walthar, 

The Cave 

Journeying from the banks of the Rhine, Walthar and 
the maiden had by this time reached the forest of the 
Vosges, They halted at a spot where between two hills 
standing close together is situated a pleasant and shady 
cave, not hollowed out in the earth, but formed by the 
beetling of the rocks, a fit haunt lor bandits, carpeted 
with green moss. Bui little sleep bad Walthar known 
since his escape from the Hunland. so, spying this cool 
retreat, lie crept inside it to rest. Putting off his heavy 
armour, he placed his head on Hildcgnnd s lap. bidding 
her keep watch and wake him by a touch if she saw aught 
of danger. But the covetous Gunther had seen his tracks 
in the dust, and ever urging on his companions soon came 
near the cave where Walthar reposed, Hagen warned 
him of WaJthar's powers as a champion, and told him 
that he was too great a warrior to permit himself to 
be despoiled easily, 

Hildegund, noticing their approach, gently aroused 
Walthar, who put on his armour. At first she thought 
the approaching band were Huns pursuing them, and 
implored him to slay her ; but Walthar smilingly bade her 
be of good cheer, as he had recognized Hagen s helm. 
He was evidently aware, however, of the purpose for which 
he had been followed, and going to the mouth ot the 
cave, he addressed the assembled warriors, telling them 
that no Frank should ever return to say that he had taken 
aught of his treasure unpunished, 

Hagen advised a porky in case Walthar should be ready 
to oivc up the treasure without bloodshed, and Canulio, 
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the prefect of Met*, was sent to Kim for this purpose. 

aitnllo io!J him that if he would give up his charger, 
the two chests, and the maiden, Gunther would grant him 
life ; but Watt bar laughed in his face. 

"Go tdl King Gunther," he said, "that if he wili not 
oppose my passage 1 will present him with one hundred 
armlets of red metal,” 

Hagen strongly advised the king to accept the offer, for on 
t e oig t before he h*td had an evil dream of a bear which 
tore oft one of the king s legs in conflict, and put out one 
of his own eyes when he came to Gunther's aid. Gunther 
replied with a sneer, and Hagen, greatly humiliated, 
declared that he would share neither the light nor the 

"There is your foe," he said, *• I will stay here and set 
how you fare at bis hands. 1 ’ 

Now only one warrior could attack Walthar at a time 
It is needless in g 0 j nto details of his several conflict;, 
which are varied with very considerable skill and fancy, 
but all of which end in his triumph. The sixth cham¬ 
pion he had to meet was Patavrid, sister’s son to Hagen, 
who vainly endeavoured to restrain him, but who also 
was worsted, and after the fall of the next warrior the 
f- ranks themselves urged Gunther to end the combat; but 
he, furious at his want of success, only drove them to it 
the more vehemently. 

At last tour of them made a combined attack on Walthar. 
but because of the narrowness of the path they could not 
come at him with any better success than could one single 
warrior, and they too were put out of the fight 
[hen Gunther was left alone and, fleeing to Hagen, 
besought him to come to his aid. Long did Hagen 

resist his entreaties, but at last he was moved bv 
JIO J 


The Cave 

Gunther's description of the manner in which his kinsfolk 
had been slain by Walthar. Hagen's advice was to lure 
Walthar into die open, when both should attack him, so 
Hagen and die king departed and selected, a spot for an 
ambush, letting their horses go loose. 

Uncertain of what had passed between Hagen and the 
king, Walthar decided upon remaining in the cave till 
the morning, so after placing bushes around the mouth 
of the cave to guard against a surprise, he gave thanks to 
heaven for his victory. 

Rising from his knees, he bound together the six horses 
which remained, then. loosing his armour, comforted Hildo 
gund as best be might and refreshed himself with food, 
after which he Lay down upon his shield and requested 
the maiden to watch during his sleep, Although she was 
tired herself, Hildegund kept awake by singing in alow 
tone. After his first sleep Walthar rose refreshed, and 
bidding Hildegund rest herself, he stood leaning upon his 
spear, keeping guard at the cavt;-mouth. When morning 
had come he loaded four of the horses with spoils taken 
from the dead warriors, and placing Hildegund on the 
fifth, mounted the sixth himself. Then with great caution 
he sent forward first of all Lhe four laden horses, then the 
maiden, and closed the rear with the horse bearing the 
two treasure-chests. 

For about a mile they proceeded thus, when. looking 
backward, Hildegund espied two men riding down the hill 
toward them and called to Walthar to llee, But that he 
would not do, saying: " If honour falls, shame shall attend 
my last hour." He bade her take the reins of Lion, his 
good charger, which carried the gold, and seek refuge in 
the neighbouring wood, while he ascended the hill to 
await his enemies. 
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Gunther advanced, hurling thsultih? e-nit h etc:.' t k„ .k 
p |n n. who ignored hi™, but turned to Hagen app^H™' 
to then* old friendship and to the recoiled 
many hours of childhood they had spent Jet hr H 
had thought tha, Hagen would have bee^the Lt 
welcome him, would have compelled him to accept hi. 
SKS* “ d V* escorted him 
cl^ ,f hc wou,d *** his feal.J “ 

run o ecdo'w , '' sh0uld d 'p« firth, his shield 

uii ol red go d. Irritated at such an offer. Hagtn replied 

« b ' ^ .ha. fo;wa£t 

y . ** ^ ^msiiien he must have vengeance So 

TJoifed. *GunS? h '\***** VVaJthai *- which the latter 

harmless, Then^drawinTthci^^ T 

with ^rAnuita the Franks ^ht to do* 

S Z i r ,,, r' wI,a ■** tbcm * ^ -ith ins 

Walthars mighty "sh^rG^tf 3 ^ " ach P* st 

The struggle continued The hoi * d 

and the champions were bathed in sweat. 'wakb* j 

of the strife, took the offensive and • - a tirct * 

with a great stroke nf w ’ d spnngtng at Hagen, 
hi. armour ,1 “ T*' ***? 3 ^ 

he smote off the kino s U ‘ irXe ’ ° US bl ° w ° r his sword 
would lave dispatched hh, “ ,iw ,hi g h ' He 

Hagen threw h5u. ' ^ g** ]»-• bu. 
jt8 Gunthers body and received 
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the sword-stroke on his own head. So well tempered 
was his helm that the blade dew in flinders, shivered to 
the handle. 

Instantly Wafthar looked about him for another weapon, 
but quick as thought Hagen seized the opportunity and 
cut off Iiis right hand, “ fearful to peoples and princes,*' 
Bin, undismayed, the hero inserted the wounded stump 
into the shield, and drawing with his left hand a Hunnish 
half-sword girt to his right side, he struck at Hagen so 
fiercely that he bereft him of his right eye, cutting deep 
into the temple* and lips and striking out six of hk teeth. 
But neither might fight more: Gunther's leg, WaJt bar's 
hand, and Hagen's eye lay on the ground. They sat 
down on the heath and stanched with flowers the flowing 
stream n\ their blood. They called to them HilJegund, 
who bound up their wounds and brought them wine. 

U ounded as they were, they cracked many a joke over 
their cups, as heroes should. 

hriend, said Hagen, 11 when thou huntest the stag, of 
whose leather mayest thou have gloves without end, 

1 warn thee to fill thy right-hand glove with soft wool, 
that thou mayest deceive the game with the semblance 
Ml a hand, But what sayest thou to break the custom of 
ih\ people in carrying thy sword at thy right side and 
embracing thy wife wiih thy left arm ?** 

Ha, retorted WaJthar, laughing grimly, 11 thou wilt 
; i*ve to greet the troops of heroes with a side glance. 
^ ™‘ rl thou get teat thee home, make thee a larded broth 
°f and flour, which will both nourish and cure thee." 

I hen they placed on horseback the king, who was in 
Sore P^n- Hagen bore him back to Worms, whilst 
Zakhar and Hildegund pursued their way to Aquitaine, 
and, on arrival, magnificently celebrated their wedding, 
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For thirty years did Walthar rule his people after hk 
lather's death. «What wars after this, what triumphs 
lie ever had, behold, my blunted pen revises to mark. 
Thou whosoever readest this, forgive a chirping cricket 
Weigh not a yet rough voice but the age, since as yet 
she hath not left the nest for the air. This is the poem 
of Walthar, Save us, Jesus Christ." 
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CHAPTER VJI : HEIDELBERG 
TO SACKINGEN 

H R J DELBF.RG is known all over the world as one 
of Germany's great university towns, as the site 
of an unrivalled if ruined schloss, and of a 
view at the junction of the Rhine wiLh the Neckar 
which is one of the most famous in the world It ties 
between lofty hills covered with vineyards and forests, 
flanked by handsome villas and gardens, and is crowned 
by its castle, which has suffered equally from siege and 
the elements, being partially blown up by the French in 
(609, and struck by lightning in 1704, 

The Wolf's Spring 

The name of Jette, a beautiful prophetess of the ancient 
godiless IIcrthe, is linked with the neighbourhood of 
Heidelberg by the following tragic talc. 

A hen the old heathen gods and goddesses were still wor- 
snipped in the Rhine country, a certain priestess of Hcrthe 
took up her abode in an ancient grove, where she prac¬ 
tised her occult arts so successfully that the fame of her 
dh motions spread far and wide, and men came from all 
parts oj Europe to learn from her what the future had in 
store for them. Frecently a warrior le ft her abode with 
a consuming Art kindled in his breast which would mb 

J im o * for * long night, yet none dared to 

declare his love to her. for, lovely though she was. there 

was an air of austerity, an atmosphere of mysticism about 
her winch commanded awe and reverence, and forbade 
even the smallest familiarity. 

Orm even ing there came to the grove of Hertke a youth 
Irom a far distant land, seeking to know his destiny. All 
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*l e h, d ^theriwd, ad d the dusk had 

on Th y r 60 Cr>t hC , rcac}led lhe sacred S P**- Jette sat 
mb! h »K r g ^ar-steps, c larf in a flowing white 
wb* Me on the altar itself horned a faint M fitful 
jime The tall, slender trees, showing fantastic and 
ghostly in the fading light, made a fitting background for 
eg earning shrme ; and the elusive, unearthly beauty of 
he prtestess » ,uit t j„ leaping „j lh lhe m k . 

Her mantle of austerity had fallen from her; she had for. 
gtuten that she was u prophetess; for the moment she was 
but a woman, full of grace and charm. The youth paused 
as though hdd by a spell, 

hroi r ; Pr0 5 , T eS5i " 5* 3aid i0 1 faring to 

r . ,™ d ' y U|XI “ her mtdi!at '»n=. '• rill thou read me 
rny fate? 

Jeite, roused from her reverie, fitted her startled gaze on 
the handsome stranger, whose dark, burning eyes met 
, m d ? e P cst admiration. Something stirred in her 

heW 5 f thc ardent glance, the thrilling tones, and her 
wonted composure deserted her. 

^ outh," she faltered at length, "thou contest at a time 
vhen my prophet,c skill hath failed me. Ere I tell thee 
iy fate 1 must 0ljer sacrifice to Herthe. If thou wilt 
come to-morrow at this hour I will tell thee what the stars 
say concerning thy destiny." 

ft was true that her skill had deserted her under the ad. 
miring scrutiny of the young warrior, yet she delayed also 

5T* U ‘ S " ed voice again, to meet the 

ardent yet courteous glance ofliis dark eyes. 

wLgon& tUra ° " sa ' d hc > and with that hr 

™ulrl S^IOO, it Seemed, for she 

could flunk of naught but the handsome stnmcer 


The WoJPs Spring 

On tile following evening he returned, and again she 
delayed to give him the information he sought. He was 
no less rejoiced than was Jettc at the prospect of another 
meeting. 

On die third day the priestess greeted him with downcast 

eyes. 

•* 1 cannot read thy destiny* youth*" she said ; "the stars 
do not speak plainly. Vet methinks thy star and mine 
are very dose together," She faltered and paused, 

“ Dostthou love me, Jette?" cried the young man joyfully. 
"Wilt thou be my bride ? " 

The maiden's blushing cheeks and downcast glance Were 
sufficient answer. 

"And wilt thou come with me to my tower?' pursued 
the youth eagerly. 

Jettc started back in affright. 

“ Nay, that I cannot," she cried. *’ A priestess of Herthe 
is doomed an she marry. I f I wed thee we must meet in 
secret and at night.” 

" But I wilt take thee to WalhaUa, and Frcya shall appease 
Herthe with her offerings." 

Jctte shook her head. 

“ Nay." said she ; “ it is impossible. The vengeance of 
Herthe is swift—•end awful. I will show thee a spring 
where we may meet, 1 ' 

She led him to a place where the stream branched off in 
five separate rivulets, and hade him meet her there on 
the following night at a certain hour. I he lovers then 
parted, each full of impatience lor the return ot the hour of 
meeting. 

Next evening, when the dusk had fallen on the sacred 
grove of Herthe, jette made her way to the rendezvous. 
The appointed time had not yet arrived, but scarcely had 
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she reached the spot ere she fancied she heard a step 
among the undergrowth, and turned with a glad smile, 
prepared to greet her lover Imagine her dismay when 
instead of the youth a grisly wolf confronted her! Her 
shriek of terror was uttered in vain. A moment later the 
monster had sprung at her throat. 

Her lover, hastening with eager steps toward the place of 
meeting, heard the agonized shriek and, recognizing the 
voice of Jette, broke into a run. He was too laid The 
monster wolf stood over the lifeless body of his beloved, 
and though in his despairing fury the youth slew the huge 
brute, the retribution of Herthe was complete. 
Henceforth the scene of the tragedy was called the 
\\olls Spring, and the legend is enshrined there to 
this day. 

The Jester of Heidelberg 

Considering the wide fame of Rhenish vintages, it is 
perhaps not surprising that wine should enter as largely 
into the Rhine legends as the 'barley brec ’ is supposed 
to enter into Scottish anecdote. ] n truth there runs 
through these traditions a stream of Rhenish which plays 
Almost as important a pan in them as tile Rhine itself. 
We are told that the Emperor Wenzel sole! his crown for 
a quantity of wine; in the tale connected with Tbann. in 
Alsace, mortar is mixed with wine instead of water, 
because of the scarcity of the latter commodity during 
the building of a steeple ; while in the legends of “The 
Devil's Vineyard," and “The Cooper of Auerbach " the 
vintage of Rhineland provides the main interest of the 
plot. The following quaint little story, attaching to the 
castle of Heidelberg, is a 1 Rhenish ' tale in every sense 
oJ the word, 
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The Jester of Heidelberg 

In the days when the Sell loss Heidelberg was in its most 
flourishing state the lord of the castle numbered among 
his retainers a jester, small of stature and ugly of feature, 
whose quips and drolleries provided endless amusement 
for himself and his guests. Prominent among the jester's 
characteristics was a weakness for getting tipsy. He was 
possessed of an unquenchable thirst, which he never tost an 
opportunity of satisfying. 

Knowing his peculiarity, some youthful pages in the train 
of ihc nobleman were minded to have some amusement at 
his expense, and they therefore fed him to a cellar in which 
stood a large vat filled with fragrant wine. And there 
for a time they left him. 

The jester was delighted at the prop! nquityof his favourite 
beverage and decided that he would always remain in the 
cellar, regaling himself with the vintage* His thirst 
increased at the prospect, so he produced a gimlet, bored 
a hole in the vat, and drank and drank till at length he 
could drink no more; then the fumes of the wine over¬ 
came him and he sank down in a drunken stupor. 
Meanwhile the merry little stream flowed from the vat, 
covered the floor of the cellar, and rose ever higher. 

I‘he pages waited at the top of the stairs. listening for 
the bursts of merriment which were the usual accompani¬ 
ments of the jester’s drinking bouts; but all was silent 
as the grave. At last they grew uneasy and crept below 
in a huddled group. The fool lay quite still, submerged 
beneath the flood. 

He had been drowned in the wine. 

The joke now seemed a sorry one, but the pages consoled 
themselves with the thought that, after all, death had come 
to the jester in a welcome guise. 
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The Passing Bells 

There is a legend connected with the town of Speyer in 
which poetic justice is meted out tothe principal characters, 
although not timil after they have died. 

T he tale concerns itself with the fate of the unfortunate 
monarch Henry IV, History relates that Henry was 
entirely unfit to wear the ermine, but weak as he was, 
and ignominious as was his reign, it was a bitter blow 
that his own son was foremost among his enemies. Ai 
first the younger Henry conspired against his father in 
secret; outwardly he was a model of filial affection, so 
that he readily prevailed upon the weak monarch to 
appoint him as his successor. After that, however, he 
openly joined himself to his father's foes : and when tin 
Tope excommunicated the monarch, gradually the Em¬ 
peror's following went over to the side of his son. who 
then caused himself to be invested with imperial honours- 
I he deposed sovereign, deprived of power and supporters, 
was compelled logo into exile; even his personal freedom 
was secured only as the price of his renunciation of the 
crown. Broken and humiliated, feeling intensely the 
disgrace of his position, he determined to undertake a 
pilgrimage to U^ge, accompanied only by his servant 
Kurt, who alone of all his train had remained faithful to 
him. The pilgrimage was successfully accomplished, but 
ere he could enter upon the return journey the wretched 
Emperor died, in want and misery, utterly neglected by 
his kindred. Even after death the Tope's ban was 
effective, so that his corpse was not allowed imerment far 
several years. During that period the faithful Kurt kept 
guard unceasingly over his master’s coffin and would not 
suffer himself to be drawn therefrom. 
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The Passing Bells 

At length, however, Henry V, under pressure from his 
princes and nobles, gave orders that his father's remains 
be conveyed to Speyer and there Interred in the royal 
vault with such honours as befitted the obsequies of a 
monarch, The messengers found old Kurt still holding 
his vigil beside the Emperors body, and in recognition of 
his faithfulness he was permitted to follow the funeral 
fortige to Speyer, There were in the town certain 
good and pious folk who were touched by the servant s 
devotion, and by these he was kindly treated. But all 
their kindness and attention could not repair the havoc 
which his weary vigil and long privations had wrought 
on his health, and a few months later he followed his 
master to the grave. 

Strange to relate, as he expired all the bells of Speyer 
tolled out a funeral peal such as was accorded to an 
emperor, and that without being touched by human hands. 
Meanwhile Henry V also lay dying. All the luxury of 
his palace could not soothe his last moments; though he 
was surrounded by courtiers who assumed sorrow anti 
walked softly, and though all his kindred were around 
him, he saw ever before him the image of his dead father, 
pointing at him with a grim,accusing finger, Stricken with 
terror and remorse, and tortured by disease, he longed 
for death to end his torments, and at last it came. 

Again the passing bell was tolled by invisible hands, but 
not this time the peal which announced the passing ot an 
emperor. The citizens heard the awful sound which told 
that a criminal had paid the law’s last penalty, and asked 
one another what poor wretch had been executed. Awe 
and astonishment seized upon everyone when it was known 
that the Emperor had died, for they knew then that it was 
no earthly hand that had rung his death-knell. 
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Legends of IVimieek 

Concerning the neighbourhood of Windcck, some eight 
miles from linden, several interesting tales arc current. 
The castle itself has long enjoyed the reputation of being 
haunted by the ghost of a beautiful girl, though when or 
wherefore this originated tradition does not relate. Wc 
are told that a young huntsman, whom the chase had 
driven thitherward, saw the spectre and was so stricken 
with her charms that day after day he visited the castle, 
hoping to see her once more. But being disappointed, he 
at length took up his solitary abode in the deserted 
fortress, renouncing his former pursuits and ceasing from 
all communication with his friends, 

One day he was found dead in his bed with so peaceful an 
expression of countenance that those who saw him could 
not doubt that his end had been a pleasant one. On his 
hngcr was a ring of quaint design which he had not been 
known to wear, and it was whispered among the peasantry 
that the ghost-maid of Windcck had claimed her lover. 

The Hcnnegrabcn 

Hard by the Schloss Windcck lay a deep trench, known 
as the I leiifte^raben, of which traces may still be found. 
It is rendered immortal by reason of the following 
romantic legend, which tells of its magical origin. 

A certain young knight, lord of the castle of Windcck, 
for some unknown reason had seized and imprisoned the 
worthy Dean of Strasslurg. It is true that the Churchman 
was treated with every consideration, more like a guest 
tlmti a captive, but he nevertheless resented strongly the 
loss of his liberty, as did also the good folk of S trass burg 
when they learned what had happened. 


The Hennegrahen 

Two of the Dean’* young kinsfolk resolved to journey to 
Win deck and beg that their uncle might be set free. On 
their way thither they had to pass through a forest, where 
they met an old woman, 

■* Whither away, my pretty boys ?*' said she. 11 Will you 
not tell an old gossip your destination ? " 

The elder of the two replied courteously that they were on 
lhdr way to Windeck, where their uncle was imprisoned. 

*■ Perchance," he added timidly, ” the lord may accept us 
as hostages till the ransom be paid." 

♦' Perchance," mimicked the old woman, " aye, perchance! 
Think you the knight of Windeck will take such kids as 
you arc for hostages ?" 

And in truth they were not an imposing couple—the elder 
a slim, fragile youth, whose eyes were already tearful at 
the prospect of confronting his uncle’s captor: while the 
younger was a mere boy, sanguine and adventuresome as 
children often arc. 

“ I will challenge this knight," said the boy seriously. 

" 1 will draw sword for my uncle, for I also am a 

knight." 

" Hush, Cuno," said his brother, smiling in spite of him¬ 
self at the boy's ardour. " We must not talk of fighting. 
We must entreat the knight to let our uncle go free." 

" What would you have, Ilfima? Entreat J h*ay, that 
we shall not," 

He stopped awkwardly, and his sisters rising colour 
showed plainly her embarrassment at having her sex thus 
suddenly revealed. 

The old woman looked at her kindly. 

■■ I knew from the first that thou wen a maid disguised." 
she said, " Go, and God speed you I Tell the knight of 
Windeck that the people of Strassburg mean to attack 
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hti castle on the morrow, and that his only means ol 
resisting them is to Jig a deep trench across the one 
possible approach. But stay-there is no time for that; 

wi I give you something wherewith to dig the trench." 
She whistled shrilly and in answer to her call a grey hen 

.,'r ed r t 1 0WartI her : thi f she £ ave 10 the young people. 

U hen the moon rises." she said, "take the hen Ld 
place it where you wish the trench to be," 

, * ith ; fc , w w ° rds •» tlie hen in a strange tongue, 
c bade the brother and sister farewell and went on 
her way* 

The two continued their journey and upon arriving at 

Windeck they were agreeably surprised in the lord of the 

castle for he wasyoungand handsome and very courteous, 
not at all the ogre they had imagined In faltering tones 
Imrna told him their mission, conveyed to him the old 
witch s warning, and presented the grey hen. 

A hen he heard that they proposed to gain their uncle's 

ri J CmSeK ' eS mkfn S W* P^ce, the knight 
regarded his visitors with mingled feelings of pity and 

no I«! !h Cn ‘ t ThC gCmIe ' ap P ealin ^ e Jance of the eider, 
no less than the naive candour of the younger, appealed 

to his sympathies. In a very short time Cuno, who had 

<b i e forgotten to challenge his host, was on the best of 
terms with him. 

hL C !r!f V he . De |v VCry impatient a "d incensed, paced 
- small chamber like a caged lion, or bemoaned his lost 

liberty and meditated on the chances of escape, He was 

r ^ St . , r . om a reverie by the sound of familiar voices 
isule his cell, and a moment later the door was flung 
open and Luno entered unceremoniously, 

‘ ° u are fret -' un ^c, you are free! Imma and I have 
come to save you I “ 
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Once more tmma flushed crimson at the revelation of 
her sex. The astonished knight glanced with a new 
interest at her beautiful face, with its rosy colour and 
downcast eyes. Turning to the Dean, he greeted him 

cordially. . 

» You are free," he said. " Your nephews have promised 
to remain with me as hostages till you have provided a 
ransom." Then, turn ing humorously to 1 mma. he added ; 
**Wilt thou be a soldier in my employ, youth? Or 
wouldst have a place in my household ? 
lmma vouchsafed no other reply than a deepening of her 
colour. She must, however, have found words to utter 
when, later, die gallant knight begged her seriously to 
remain at Windcck as his wife—for ere nightfall the old 
Dean, grumbling and somewhat reluctant, was called 
upon to consent to his niece's betrothal. This he did 
at length, when lmma had joined her entreaties to those 

ot her lover. . . . . 

That night the grey hen was placed as the witch had 
advised, and it was as she had said. With the dawn the 
Strassburgers arrived before the castle, to find a newly 
made trench filled with the castle troopers. When they 
learned that the Dean was free they called for a truce, 
and it was not blood, but wine, which flowed that day 
for all were invited to share the weddingTeast of lmma 
and the knight of Windeck. 

The KlmgtTkaptlle 

On die road between Gernsbach and Ebcrslcin there onct 
slood an ancient, moss-grown cell, !t had been occupied 
by a beautiful pagan priestess, a devotee of Herthe, but 
when the preaching of the white monks had begun to 
spread Christianity among the people she left the neig^ - 
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bourhood. In passing by that way a Christian monk 
noticed the deserted retreat and took possession of ii 
issuing at intervals to preach to the inhabitants of the 
surrounding country. 

One stormy night as He sat within his cell he fancied he 
heard a pleading voice mingling with the roar of wind 
ami waters. Going to the door, he beheld a young girl 
who seemed to be half dead with cold and fatigue The 
good monk, who was never indifferent to human suffering, 
drew her quickly inside, bade her seat herself by the fire 
and set food and wine before her. When she had recovered 
a little Irom the effects of the storm the hermit questioned 
her With regard to her presence in such a Jonelv spot and 
at such an unseasonable hour. The maid replied that she 
had once dwelt in just such a pleasant and peaceful cell 
as that in which she now reposed, but that cruel perse- 
cution had driven her from her retreat- 

1 hen you, too, are a hermit?" said the young monk 
inquiringly, looking down at his fair guest. The wine had 
brought some colour to her pale cheeks and he could see 
that she was beautiful, with a beauty beyond that of any 
ftiamen he had ever seen. 

Yes/' she replied. " I am a priestess of 1 lerihe. This 
cel] in which I beg for shelter was once my own. It was 
those of your religion who drove me from it,” 

in £° l Vi 11 ™!! 53 " ? askcd lhe monk - tthrtied 

plte ° r himself b y the passionate tones in which she 
spoke. 

The maiden laughed. 

M yfw Christian maids ?*' said 
V* " 0t bimn even as they are ? " She moved 

" out the ceil a* she spoke, and picked up a piece of 
embroidery. "See. this is my handiwork; k it less 
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beautiful because it is not the work of a Christian ? Why 
should ive suffer persecution at your hands ? " 

The young monk endeavoured to show that she was 
unjust in her estimate of his religion. Gravely he told 
her the siory of Christianity, but his thoughts were of her 
weird beauty and he spake less earnestly than was usual 
And the maid, with an appearance of chi Id-like innocence, 
waited until he had finished his recital. She saw that 
she had him completely in her power and pressed her 
advantage to die uttermost. She drew closer to him, 
raised his hand, and pressed it to her lips. The monk 
surrendered himself to her caresses, and when at length 
she begged him to break the symbol of his religion he 
was too much fascinated to refuse. He raised the cross 
and would have dashed it to the ground, but at that very 
moment he heard high above the storm the sound of a 
bell. Contrite and ashamed, he fell on his knees and 
prayed for pardon. When he looked up again the girl had 
disappeared. 

The hermit found the warning bell suspended on a bough 
outside his cell; how it came there he never knew, but 
he was sure that it had been sent to rescue him from the 
wiles of Satan and he treasured it as a sacred relic. Many 
came from far and near to see the wonder, and on the site 
of the cell the monk founded a chapel which became 
known as the KtingeIkapelie, or ' Tinkling-chapel.’ 

The Water-Nymph of Staufenberg 
A charming story is linked with the castle of Staufenberg. 
One day while its owner was out hunting he lost his way 
in the forest. The day was hot. and the hunter was well- 
nigh overcome with thirst and fatigue when he entered 
a pleasant glade in which aspring of limpid water bubbled 
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and sparkled. Having quenched his thirst, he seated him 
self on a mossy bank 10 rest before proceeding homeward 
Suddenly he saw at a little distance a damsel of unique 
and marvellous beauty, braiding her wet hair by the side 
of the sprmg. He watched her for a time in silence, then, 
conscious that the damsel had observed his scrutiny, he 
hastened to her sidcand courteously begged herpermission 
to remain a little longer in the glade. 

Von are the lord of these domains/' she replied 
graciously. It is J who am grateful to you for suffering 
ine to dwell here. 4 * 

I he young knight protested eagerly that she honoured 
the forest with her presence, and, indeed, he had already 
begun to wish that she might dwell not only in the forest 
but in tile sehloss itsdf as his wife and its mistress-for 
he had fallen in love with her at first sight. Indeed, so 
ardent was his passion that he could not conceal his in¬ 
fatuation ; he told her of his love and begged that she 
would give him a little hope. The maids hesitation only 
< we him to urge his suit with increasing ardour. 

•• I Will say neither yes' nor 'no. " she replied, smiling. 

Meet me to-morrow at this hour and you shall have your 
answer" 

The knight parted reluctantly from the fair lady and 
promised to return on the following day. When (he 
appointed time arrived he was already at the tryst, eagerly 
awaiting the approach of his beloved. When at length she 
came he renewed his pleadings with even greater ardour, 
ami to his unbounded delight the answer was favourable. 

*' 1 Am A Wat er*nymph," said the lady, ♦' the spirit of the 
stream from which you drank yesterday. You saw me 
then for the first lime, but I have otien seen you in the 
forest—anti I have long loved you." 
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The knight was more than ever enchanted by this naive 
confession, and begged that their wedding should not be 
long delayed 

"There is one condition," said the nymph, “If you 
marry me you must remain for ever faithful. Otherwise 
you must suffer death, and I eternal unhappiness." 

The knight laughed at the bare idea of his proving un 
faithful to his beloved, and his vows were sincere. 

Shortly afterward they were married, and none supposed 
the beautiful being to be aught but a very attractive 
woman in time there was born to them a little son. The 
knight adored both wife and child, and for some years lived 
a life of ideal domestic happiness. But there came a time 
when another interest entered into his life. Rumours of 
fighting reached him from France; he saw the knights of 
neighbouring fortresses leading their troops to the war, 
and a martial spirit stirred within him. His wife was 
not slow to observe that his world was no longer bounded 
by the castle-walls of Staufenberg, and she wisely resolved 
not to stand in the way of her lord's ambitions, but rather, 
if possible, to help them to an honourable realization. So 
with much labour and skill she made him a strangely 
wrought belt, which she gave him at once as a love-token 
and a charm to secure success in battle. She concealed her 
grief at bis departure and bade him farewell bravely. 

At the head of his troop the knight rode boldly into 
France and offered his services to a distinguished French 
leader, to whom he soon became indispensable—so much 
so, in fact, that the nobleman cast about for a means of 
retaining permanently in his train a knight of such skill 
and courage. But he could think of nothing with which to 
tempt the young man, who was already possessed of gold 
and lands, till the artless glances of his youngest daughter 
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gave him his cue. For he saw that she had lately begun 
to look with some favour on the simple knight of Staufen 
berg, and it occurred to him that the hand of a lady of 
rank and beauty would be a very- desirable bail. 

Xor was he mistaken, for the gaieties of the Frankish 
court had dazzled the knight, and the offer of the lady's 
hand completely turned his head ; not that lie felt a great 
affection for her, but because of the honour done to him. 
So he accepted the offer and drowned, as best as he could, 
the remembrance of his wife and child at Staufenbem 
Nevertheless he sometimes felt that lie was not acting 
honourably, and at length the struggle between his loi-e for 
tits w:it and his pride and ambition became so severe that 
he determined to consult a priest. 

The good man crossed himself when he heard the storv. 
"She whom you married is an evil spirit/’ said he. 

Beneficent spirits do not wed human beings. It ls your 
dut) to renounce her at once and do penance for your sin," 
Though he hardly found it possible to believe the priest’s 
assertion* ih v knight strove lo persuade himself that h was 
true, and that he was really acting virtuously in renouncing 
rlie water-nymph and marrying again. So he performed 
the penances prescribed by die priest, and allowed the 
wedding preparations to proceed. 

When the day of his wedding arrived, however, he was 
strangely perturbed and pale. The rejoicings of the 
people, the gay processions, even the beautiful bride 
seemed to have no interest for him. When the hand of 
the lady was placed in his be could not repress an 

exclamation ; it was cold to the touch like the hand of a 
corpse 

On returning the wedding procession was obliged to cross 
bridge, and as they approached it a great storm arose 
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Trifeis & Richard Cceur-dc-Lion 
so that the* waters of the stream washed over the feet of 
the bridegroom's horse, making it prance and rear, ’i lie 
kniglu was stricken with deadly terror, for he knew that 
the doom of which the water-nymph had spoken was about 
to overtake him. Without a word he plunged into the 
torrent and was nevermore seen. 

At the very hour of this tragedy a great storm raged rouno 
the castle of Stau fen berg, and when it abated the mother 
an d child had disappeared for ever. Yet even now on a 
stormy night she can stilt be heard among the tree-tops 
weeping passionately, and the sound is accompanied by 
the whimpering of a child. 

Trifds and Richard Cmtr-de-Lion 
As a troop of horsemen rode through Annweiler toward 
the castle of Trifeis, in which Richard Cccur de-Uoo was 
imprisoned by the Archduke of Austria, his deadly enemy > 
the plaintive notes of a familiar lay fell on their cars. The 
singer was a young shepherd, and one of the knights, a 
troubadour, asked him to repeat his ditty. The youth 
complied, and the knight accompanied him as he sang, 
their voices blending tunefully together. 

Giving him generous largess, the knight asked the minstrel 
who had taught him that song. The shepherd replied 
that he had heard it sung in the castle of Trifek. At 
this intelligence the stranger appeared highly gratified, 
and, turning to His companions, ejaculated: he King is 

found T 

It was evident to the shepherd that the new-comers were 
friends of Richard, and he warned them earnestly that 
danger Jay before them. Only by guile conk they hope 
to succour their King. The warning was heeded, and the 
tuneful knight rode forward alone, disguised in a minstrel s 
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tunic, in which he was welcome! at the castle. Mis 
courtly bearing soon won him the favour of the castellan's 
pretty niece, who persuaded her uncle to listen to his songs. 
During one or their stolen interviews the girl betrayed the 
place where the King of England was imprisoned, and 
that night, from beneath a window, the mins in 1 heard 
his King’s wdUtemembercd voice breathing a prayer for 
freedom. His hopes being thus confirmed, he took his 
harp and played the melody which he himself had com¬ 
posed for Richard. The King immediately joined in the 
familiar lay. When its strains had ended, " Blondd! " 
cried the captive excitedly. The minstrel cautiously 
replied by singing another song, telling how he was 
pledged to liberate his master. 

But suspicion was aroused, and Blonde} was requested 
to depart on the following day. Deeming it prudent to 
make no demur, he mounted his horse, after having 
arranged with the castellan's niece to return secretly at 
nightfall. He rode no further than an inn near Annweiler, 
wliich commanded a view of the castle. There his host 
informed him that the Emperor was presently to be 
crowned at Frankfort, and that on the evening of that 
day the garrison would celebrate the event bv drinking 
his health. 

The minstrel said that lie would certainly join the 
company, ordered wine for the occasion, and promised 
to pay the reckoning, He then withdrew' to seek his 
comrades. At dusk he returned stealthily to the castle, 
and at his signal the maid appeared at a little jjostem 
and admitted him. 

On the day of the Emperor’s coronation stealthy forms 
erupt among the trees near by the castle, and concealed 
themselves in the thick foliage of the underbrush. The 
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garrison, gaily dressed, quitted the keep, the drawbridge 
was lowered, and the men were soon quaffing the choice 
wine which the stranger had ordered. 

Meanwhile Blonde! had appeared before the postern and 
had given his accustomed signal; For a time there was 
no regions*-, and the minstrel was becoming impatient, 
when the gate was suddenly opened and the maiden 
appeared. 

The minstrel now told the girl his reason for coming 
hither: how he hoped to Liberate the captive monarch, 
As a reward for her connivance he promised to take her 
with him to England. Then he beckoned to his friends, 
there was a sudden rush, and armed forms thronged the 
postern. The frightened maid, dreading lest violence 
should overtake her uncle, shrieked loudly; but her cries 
were unheeded, and the English knights pressed into the 

courtyard. . 

lilt assailants met with little resistance, seized the keys, 
threw open the prison door, and liberated their King. 
The castellan protested loudly, and threatened Richard 
with mighty words, but all to ito purpose. When the 
garrison returned they were powerless to render aid, 
for the castellan was threatened with death should his 
followers attack the castle. In the end a truce was made, 
and the English were allowed to retire unmolested with 
their King. Although urged by him, the maid refused 
to accompany Blondd, so, giving her a gold ring as a 
memento, he parted from her. 

Returning again many years afterward, the minstrel once 
more b ird llm same song which the King had sung to 
iiis harp in the castle of Trifels. Entering the inn he 
recognized in the landlord the omr-timc shepherd-boy. 
prom him he learnt that the castellan had perished by 
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an unknown hand, and that his pretty niece, having, as 
she thought, plumbed the depths of masculine deceit, had 
entered the nunnery of Rberstein at Baden. 

Thann in Alsace 

Thann is known to legend by two things: a steeple and a 
field. The steeple was built in a season of great drought. 
Water had failed everywhere ; there was only the thinnest 
trickle from the springs and fountains with which the 
people might allay their thirst. Yet. strangely, the vine¬ 
yards had yielded a wonderful harvest of luscious grapes, 
and the wine was so abundant that the supply of casks 
and vessels was insufficient for the demand. Therefore 
did it happen that the mortar used for building the steeple 
was mixed with wme, wherefore the lime was changed to 
must And it is said that even to this day, when the 
vines are in blossom, a del icate fragrance steals from the 
old steeple and on the stones a purple dew is seen, while 
some declare that there is a deeper tone in the harmony 
of the bells. 

The Lytng-Jield 

The field is a terrible place, barren and desolate, for it is 
avoided ns a spot accursed. No living thing moves upon 
it; the earth is streaked with patches of dark moss ami 
drifts of ghastly skulls, like a scattered harvest of death. 
Once, says the legend, a wayfarer, surprised by the swift’ 
fallen night, lost himself on the plain. As he stumbled 
in the darkness he heard the clocks of the town near by 
strike the hour of midnight. At this the stillness about 
the wanderer was broken. Under Ins Ttet the earth seemed 
to tremble, th?rc was a rattling of weapons, and there 
sounded the tramp of armed men and the tumult of battle. 
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Suddenly the shape of * man in armour appeared before 
him, terrific and menacing, 

.. What do you seek here, in a field that has been accursed 
through many centuries ?" he asked. " Do you not know 
that this is a place of terror and death ? Are you a 
stranger that you stand on the place where a king, Louis 
the Pious, betrayed by his own sons, was banded over to 
his enemies, his crown torn from his head by his own 
troops? And he who would have died gladly in battle 
suffered the shame and dishonour that were worse than 
death. He lifted up his hands to heaven and cried with 
bitterness ; ' There is no such thing on earth as faith and 
loyalty* Accursed be sons and warriors, accursed be this 
field whereon such deeds have been done, accursed be 
they for ever! T ” 

The spectre paused and his words echoed across the 
field like the cry of a lost soul. Again he spoke to the 
trembli ng waiider^r i *'Afid that curse has endured through 
the centuries. Under this plain in mile-wide graves we 
faithless warriors lie, our bones knowing no repose ; and 
never will that curse of our betrayed king be lifted from 
us or this place 1 11 

The spectral warrior sank into the gloomy earth, the 
tumult of fighting died away* The wayfarer, seized with 
terror, stumbled blindly on in the night, 

Strassburg 

Strassburg, the capitalofAlsace-Lor raine.is only twomilcs 

west of the Rhine. The city is of considerable antiquity, 
ami boasts a cathedral of great beauty, in which the work 
of four centuries is displayed to wonderful advantage. 
By the light of the stained-glass windows the famous 

astronomical dock in Lhc south transept can be descried, 
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still containing; some fragments of the horologe con* 
$ trusted by the mathematician Conrad DasypodJus in 
1574, This, however, docs not tally with the well-known 
Legend of the dock, which now follows. 

The Clockmaker of Sirassbnrg 

There dwell in the town of Strassburg an old clockmaker. 
So wrapped up was he in his art that he seemed to livt? 
in a world of his own. quite indifferent to the customs 
and practices of ordinary life; he forgot his meals, forgot 
his sleep, cared nothing for his clothes, and would have 
been in evil case indeed had not hts daughter Guta 
tended him whh filial affection. In his absent-minded 
fashion Itc was really very fond of Guta, fonder even 
than he was of his docks, and that is saying not a 
little. 

The neighbours, busy, energetic folk who performed their 
daily tasks and drank wine with their friends, scoffed at 
the dreamy, unpractical old fellow ami derided his occu¬ 
pation as the idle pastime of a mind not too well balanced. 
But the clockmaker, finding in his workroom all that lie 
needed of excitement, of joy and sorrow*, of elation and 
despondency, did not miss the pleasures of social life, nor 
did he heed die idle gossip of which he was the subject. 

It need hardly be said that such a man hail but few 
acquaintances; yet a few he had. and among them one 
who is worthy of especial note—a wealthy citiren who 
aspired to a position of civic honour in Strassburg, In 
appeannee he was lean, old, and ugly, with hatchet- 
shaped face and cunning, malevolent eyes; anil when he 
pressed his hateful attentions on the fair Guta she turned 
from him in disgust. 

One day this creature called on the clockmaker, announced 
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The Clockmaker of Strassburg 

that he had been made a magistrate, and demanded die 
hand of Guta, hinting that it would go ill with the master 
should he refuse. 

The clockmaker was taken completely by surprise, but he 
oft:red his congratulations and called the girl to speak 
for herself as to her hand. When Guta heard the pro¬ 
posal she cast indignant glances at the ancient magistrate, 
whercigjcn he, without giving her an opportunity to speak, 
said > prickly: 

“Do not answer me now. sweet maid; tk> not decide 
hastily, E beg of you, for such a course might bring last¬ 
ing trouble on you and your father, I will return 
to-morrow for your answer.” 

When he was gone Guta dung herself into her father’s 
arms and declared that she could never marry the aged 
swain, 

" My dear." said the dockmaker soothingly, “ you shall 
du as you please. Heed not his threats, for when I have 
finished my great work we shall be as rich and powerful 
as he," 

On the following day the magistrate called again, looking 
very important ami self-satisfied, and never doubting but 
that the answer would be favourable, but when Guta 
told him plainly that she would not marry' him his rage 
was unbounded, and he left the house vowing vengeance 
on father and daughter. 

Scarcely was he gone ere a handsome youth entered the 
room and looked with some surprise at the disturbed 
npiicarancu of Guta and her father. When lie heard the 
story he was mo-t indignant; later, when the clockmaker 
had left the young people alone, Guta confessed that die 
attentions of the magistrate were loathsome to her, and 
burst into tears. 
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The young man had long loved the maiden in secret, and 
tin could conceal his passion no longer. He begged that 
she would become his bride, and Guta willingly con* 
seined, but suggested that they should not mention the 
matter to her father till t he latter had completed his great 
clock, which he fondly believed w r as soon to bring him 
tame and fortune. She also proposed that her lover 
should offer to become her father's partner—for he. too, 
was a ciockmaker—so that in the event of the master’s 
great work proving a Mure his business should still be 
secure. I be young man at once acted upon the sug¬ 
gestion, and the father gratefully received the proffered 
assistance. 

At last the day came when the clockmaker joyfully an¬ 
nounced that his masterpiece was finished, and he called 
upon Guta and his young partner to witness his handi¬ 
work, 1 hey beheld a wonderful clock, of exquisite work¬ 
manship, and so constructed that the striking of the hour 
automatically set in motion several small figures. The 
young people wens not slow to express their admiration 
anu their confidence that fa me was assured. 

When Uvc dock was publicly exhibited the scepticism of 
he citizens was changed to respect: praise and flattery 
fWd from the bps that had formerly reviled its inventor 

Nevertheless the civicaitthbriyea, urged thereto by Guta's 
discarded lover, refused to countenance any attempt to 
procure the wonderful clock for the town. But soon its 
feme spread abroad to other cities. Members of the 

£?£T • " ° f BaSC ‘ iraVdIed *° s « **d raised 
‘ - hd " d " '? sur l> m e admiration. Finally the 

Turehl it" ^ BaSd n,adc *™> 8 *™* to 

Ihu at this point the dtiiens of Strassburg stepped in and 
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insisted on preserving the dock in their own city, and it 
was therefore purchased for a round sum and erected in 
a chape! of the Strassburg Cathedral. The corporation 
of Uasd. having set their hearts on the wonderful time 
piece, commissioned thedockmakerto make another like 
it. and offered substantial remuneration. The old man 
gladly agreed, but his arch-enemy, hearing of the arrange¬ 
ment and scenting a fine opportunity for revenge, con¬ 
trived to raise an outcry against the proposal. M W here 
was the advantage," asked the magistrates, "in possessing 
a wonderful clock if every city in Germany was to have 
one? " So to preserve the uniqueness of their treasure 
they haled the old clock maker before a tribunal and 
ordered him to cease practising his art. This he indig¬ 
nantly refused to do, and the council, still instigated by 
his enemy, finally decided that his eyes be put out, so that 
his skill in clockmaking should come to a decided end. 
Not a few objections were raised to so cruel a decision, 
but these were at length overruled. The victim heard 
the dreadful sentence without a tremor, and when asked 
if he had any boon to crave ere it were carried out, he 
answered quietly that he would like to make a few fmal 
improvements in his clock, and wished to suffer his 
punishment iti its presence- 

Accordingly when the day came the old man was con¬ 
ducted to the place where his masterpiece stood. 1 here, 
under pretence of making the promised improvements he 
damaged the works, after which he submitted himseir to 
his torturers. Hardly had they carried out their cruel 
task when to the consternation of the onlookers, the 
dock begai to emit discordant sounds and to whirr loudly. 
When it had continued thus for a while the gong struck 
thirteen and the mechanism came to a stant-still 
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■‘Behold my handiwork!" cried the blind clockmaker. 
" Retold my revenge! M 

His assistant approached and led him gently away 
Henceforward he lived happily with Guta and her hu<J 
hand, whose affectionate care compensated in part lor tin- 

oss of his eyesight and Ins enforced inability to practise 
his beloved art. 

\\ hen the story became known the base magistrate was 

eprived of his wealth and his ojdec and forced to quit, 
the town. 

And as for the duck, it remained in its disordered state 

till r&43, when it was once more restored to its original 
condition. b 

The 7 rmnpcter of S&ckingen 
A beautiful and romantic talc which has inspired more 
™ , onc wark 1>f is die legend of the Trumpeter of 
Sdckingen; it shares with “The Lorelei ,T and a few other 
legends die distinction of being the most widely popular 
m Rhenish folklore. 

One evening in early spring, so the legend runs, a gallant 
young so icr emerged from die Black Forest opposite 
Sacking** and reined in his steed on the banka of the 
klime. Night was at hand, and the snow lay thickly on 
the ground. Fur a few moments the wayfarer pondered 
whither he should turn for food and shelter, for his steed 
and die trumpet he earned under his cavalry cioak were 
all Jie possessed in the world; then with a reckless 
gesture he seized the trumpet and sounded some lively 
notes winch echoed merrily over the snow, 
l he parish priest, toiling painfully up die hill, heard the 
martial sound, and scon encountered the soldier, who 
saluted him gravely. The priest paused to return the 
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greeting, and entering into conversation with tlie horse¬ 
man, lie learned that hr was a soldier of fortune, where¬ 
upon he invited him with simple cordiality to become 
hi$ guest. The proffer of hospitality was gratefully 
accepted, and the kindly old man led the stranger to 
liis home. 

Hie old priest, though not a little curious with regard to 
his guest’s previous history, forbore out of courtesy to 
question him, but the warmth and cheer soon loosened 
the trumpeter’s tongue, and he volunteered to tel! the 
old man his story. Shorn of detail, it ran as follows: 

The soldier's youth had been passed at the University of 
Heidelberg, where he had lived a gay and careless life, 
pying so little attention to his studies that at the end 
of his course bis only asset was a knowledge of music, 
picked up from a drunken trumpeter in exchange for the 
wherewithal to satisfy his thirst. I hi legal profession, 
which his guardian had designed for him. was clearly 
Impossible with such meagre acquirements, so he had 
joined a cavalry regiment and fought in the Thirty \ curs 
War, At I he end of the war his horse and his trumpet, 
were his sole possessions, and from that time he had 
wandered through the world, gaining a scanty livelihood 
wiLh die aid of bis music. Such was his history. 

That night Werner— for so the young man was called— 
slept soundly in the house of the old priest, and next 
morning he rose early to attend the festival of i>t. b ndu in, 
in celebration of which a procession was organised every 
year at Sitckingen. There, at the head of o 

he beheld a maid who outshone them all in beauty and 
grace, and to her he immediately lost his heart. Horn 
that moment the gaieties of the festival had no attraction 
for him, ami be wandered disconsolately among the merry- 
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makers, thinking only of the lovely face that had caught 
his fancy, 6 

Toward nightfall he embarked in a little boat and floated 
idly down the Rhine. Suddenly, to his amazement, there 
arose from the water the handsome, youthful figure of die 
Rhme-god, who had recognized in his pale check and 
haggard eye the infallible signs of a lover. Indicating a 
castle at the edge of the river, the apparition informed 
Wemer that his lady-love dwelt therein, and he bade him 
take heart and seek some mode of communicating with 
her. At this Werner plucked up courage to row ashore 
to his lady's abode. There in the garden, beneath a 
lighted window, he played an exquisite serenade, every 
perfect note of which told of his love and grief and the 
vWlI hopes; he would never dare to express in words. 
Now, die lord of the castle was at that very moment lelb 
mgto his beautiful daughter the story of his ow n long-past 
wooing ; he paused in his tale and bade his daughter 
listen to the melting strains. When the notes iWdied 


away an attendant was dispatched ta learn who ihe 
musician might be, but ere he reached the garden Werner 
bad re- embarked and was lost to sight on the river. 
However, on the following day the nobleman pursued his 

inquiries in the village and the musician was discovered 
m an inn. 

In obedience to a summons the trumpeter hastened to the 
castle, where the old lord greeted him very kindly, giving 
tm a place with his musicians, and appointing him music- 
master to the fan Margaret ha. Henceforward his path 
ay in pleasant places, for the young people were thrown 
. great deal into each other's society, and In time it 
became evident that the lady returned the young soldier's 
ixndcr passion. Yet Werner did not dare to declare his 
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love, for Margarctha was a maiden of high degree, ami 
he brn a poor musician who not so very ago had 
been a homeless wanderer. 

One day Werner heard strange, discordant sounds issuing 
from the music-room, and thinking that some mischievous 
page was taking liberties with his trumpet, he quietly 
made his way to the spot, to find that the inharmonious 
sounds resulted from the vain attempt of his fair pupil to 
play the instrument. When the girl observed that her 
endeavours had been overheard, she joined her merriment 
with that of her teacher, and Werner then and there 
taught her a. bugle-call. 

pi few weeks Istcf nobleman, bearing of a rising oTthc 
peasants, hastened to Sikkingcn to restore order, leaving 
bis daughter and Wemcr to guard the castle. That 
night an attempt was made upon the stronghold. Wernei 
courageously kepi the foe at bay. but was wounded in the 
mUh. and Margaret ha, seeing her lover fall and being 
unable to reach him. Look the trumpet and sounded the 
bugle-call he had taught her. hoping that her father would 
hear it and hasten his return. And, sure enough, that was 
what happened \ the nobleman returned with all speed to 
the assistance of the little garrison, and the remnant ol 
the assailants were routed Werner, who was happily not 
wounded seriously, now received every attention. 

Her lover’s peril had taught Margaret ha beyond a doubt 
where her affections lay. and she showed such unfeigned 
delight at his recovery that he forgot the difference in 
their rank and told her of his love. There on the terrace 
they plighted thdr troth, and vowed to remain true to 
each other, whatever might befall. Werner now ventured 
to seek the nobleman that he might acquaint him of the 
circumstances and beg Tor his daughter’s hand, but ere he 
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could prefer his request the old man proceeded t0 tell 
him that he had but just received a letter from an old 
friend desiring that his son should marry Margaretha. 
As the young man was of noble birth, he added, and 
eligible in every respect he was disposed to agree to thr 
arrangement, and be desired Wcmcr to write to him and 
invite him to S-ickingen. The unfortunate soldier now 
made his belated announcement; but the old man shook 
his head and declared that only a nobleman should wed 
with his daughter. It is true he was greatly attached t;» 
the young musician, but his ideas were those of his times, 
and so Werner was obliged to quit his service and fan- 
once more into the wide work!* 


Yt_ar^ passed by, and Margaretlia, who had resolutely <Jis- 
couragtfl the sctv*mcts of her higluhoni lover, ^rew so 
pile and woebegone that her father in despair sent her 
to Italy. When in Rome she wont one Sunday with her 
tnaid re St. Peter's Church, and there, leading "the Papal 
choir, was her [over! Margarctha promptly fainted, and 
orner, who had recognized his beloved, was only able 
with difficulty to perform die remainder of his choral 
duties. Meanwhile the Pope had observed that tlu- young 
man was deeply affected, and believing this to be caused 
by the lady's indisposition, he desired that the couple 
should be brought before him at the conclusion of the 
service. With kindly questioning he elicited the whole 
story, and was so touched by the romance that he im- 
medtately created Werner Marquis of Santo Camp and 
arranged that the marriage of the young r^ipk* should 
take place at once. Immediately after the ceremony, 
having received the Pupal blessing, they relumed to 
Siickmp where the father of the bride greeted them 
cordially, for Margaretha was restored to health and 
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happiness, and his own condi tion was satisfied, (or had she 
not brought home a noble husband ? 

The Charcoal-Burner 

In the woods of Zahringen there dwelt a young charcoal- 
burner. His parents before him bad followed the same 
humble calling, and one might have supposed that the 
youth would be well satisfied to emulate their simple 
industry and contentment. But in truth it was not so. 
On one occasion, while on an errand to the town, he had 
witnessed a tournament, and the brilliant spectacle of 
Winy and chivalry had lingered in his memory and tired 
his boyish enthusiasm, so that thenceforth he was possessed 
by ‘divine discontent.’ The romance of the ancient 
forests wherein he dwelt fostered his strange longings, 
and in fancy he already saw himself a knight, fighting in 
the wars, jousting in the lists, receiving, perchance, the 
prize of the tourney from the fair hands of its rpieen. And, 
indeed, in all save birth and station he was well fitted for 
the profession of arms—handsome, brave, spirited, and 
withal gentle and courteous. 

Time passed, and his ambitions seemed as far as ever from 
realization. Yet the ambitious mind tacks not fuel for 
its fires; the youth’s imagination peopled the woody 
solitudes with braver company than courts could boast 
vivid, unreal dream-people, whose shadowy presence 
increased his longing for the actuality. The very winds 
whispered mysteriously of coming triumphs, and as he 
listened his unrest grew greater. At length there came a 
time when dreams no longer satisfied him. and he pon¬ 
dered how he might attain his desires, 

** I will out into the worltl/ P lie said to himself* and take 

service under some great knight, 1 hen, pe rad venture 
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At ihis point his musing*were interrupted by the Approach 
of an old man, clad in the garb of a hermit. 

“Myson T “ he said, "what atleth thee? Nay"—as the 
youth looked up in astonishment—" nay, answer me not. 
for I know what thou wouldst have. Yet must thou not 
forsake thy lowly occupation ; that which thou dost seek 
will only come to thee whilst thou art engaged thereon. 
Follow me, and 1 will show thee the spot where thy 
destiny will meet thee." 

The young man, not vet recovered from his surprise, 
followed his aged guide to a distant part of the forest 
Then the hermit bade him farewell and left him to ponder 
on the cryptic saying: “Here thy destiny will meet 
thee," 

11 1 ime will show the old man’s meaning. 1 suppose," he 
said to himself ; " in any case, I may as well burn charcoal 
here as else where.” 

H r set to work, hewed down some great trees, and built 
a kiln, which, before lighting, he covered with stony 
earth. What was his amazement when, on removing thr 
cover of the kiln in due course, he discovered within 
some pieces of pure gold! A moments reflection con¬ 
vinced him that the precious metal must have been melted 
out of the stones, so he again built a kiln, and experienced 
the same gratifying result Delighted with his good for¬ 
tune, he concealed his treasure in an appropriate hiding- 
place and proceeded to repeat the process till he had 
obmined and hidden a large fortune, of whose existence 
none but himself was aware. 

One night, as he lay awake listening to the wind in the 
trees—for his great wealth had this drawback, that it 
robbed him of his sleep—he fancied he heard a knock 
at the door. At first he thought he must have been mis- 
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taken, but as lie hesitated whether to rise or not the knock 
was repeated, Boldly lie undid the door—a feat requiring 
no small courage in that remote part of the forest, w here 
robbers and freebooters abounded —and Lhere, without, 
stood a poor wayfarer, who humbly begged admittance. 
He was being pursued, he declared; would the charcoal- 
burner shelter him fur a few days? Touched by the 
suppl ian t's plight, and moved by leelings worthy ol Ids 
chivalrous ideals, the youth readily extended the hos¬ 
pitality of his pour home, and for some time the stranger 
sojourned there in peace. He did not offer to reveal his 
identity, nor w^s he questioned on that point, but one 
morning he declared his intention of taking his departure. 
"My friend,” he said warmly, M 1 know not how I may 
thank you for your brave loyally. The time has come 
when you must know whom you have served so faithfully. 
Behold your unfortunate Emperor, overcome in battle, 
deprived of friends and followers and fortune ! 

At these astounding words the young charcoal-burner 
sank on his knees before the Emperor. 

"Sire,” he said, "you have yet one humble subject who 
will never forsake you while life remains to him, 

■■ [ know," replied the Emperor gently, raising him to his 
feet. " and therefore 1 ask of you one last service, It is 
Lhai you may lead me by jfOme secret path to the place 
where the remnant of my followers await me. Alas, that 
J, once so powerful, should be unable to offer you any 
token of a sovereign‘s gratitude ! “ 

"Sire,” ventured the youth, "methinks 1 may be privi¬ 
leged to render yet one more service to your Majesty. 
Straightway he told the story of hts hidden treasure and 
with simple dignity placed it at the disposal of hts 
sovereign, asking lor nothing in return but the right to 
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spend his strength jit the Emperors service— a right 
which was readily accorded him. 

The gold, now withdrawn from its place of concealmerit, 
proved to be a goodly store, and with it the Emperor 
had no difficulty in raising another army. Such was the 
courage and confidence of his new troops that the firj,t 
battle they fought resulted in victory. But the most 
valiant stand was made by the erstwhile charcoal-burner, 
who found on that field the opportunity of which he had 
long dreamt. The Emperor showed his recognition of 
the gallant services by knighting the young man on the 
field of battle. On the eminence whither the old hermit 
had led him the knight built a castle which was occupied 
by himself and his successors for many generations, 

And thus did the charcoal-burner become the knight of 
Zahringen. the friend of his Emperor, the first of a long 
line of illustrious knights, honoured and exalted beyond 
his w ildesl dreams. 

Conclusion 

With this legend we dose on a brighter and more hopeful 
note than is usually associated with legends of Lhc Rhine. 
The reader may have observed in perusing these romances 
how closely they mirror their several environments. For 
the most part those which are gay and buoyant in spirit 
have for the places of their birth slopes where is prisoned 
the sunshine which later sparkles in the wine-cup and 
inspires song and cheerfulness. Those, again, which are 
sombre ant) tragic have as background the gloomy forest, 
the dark and windy promontory which overhangs the 
darker river, or the secluded nunnery. In such sur¬ 
roundings is fostered the germ of tragedy, that feeling of 
the inevitable which is inherent in all great literature. It 
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js to a tragic imagination of a lofty type that are 
indebted for the greatest of these legends, and he who 
cannot appreciate their background of gloomy grandeur 
will never come at the true spirit of that mighty literature 
cf Germany, at once the joy and the despair of all who 

know it. . 

Countless songs, warlike and tender, sad and passionate, 
have been penned on the river whose deathless tales we 
have been privileged to display to the reader. But no 
such strains of regret upon abandoning its shores have 
been sung as those which passed the lips of the English 
poet, Byron, and U is fitting that this book should end 


with lines so appropriate * 

Adieu to thee. Cur Rhine 1 How tonp delighted 
The •(ranger fain would linger on kit mj I 
Thine it a wens alt Ice "here souls united 
Or lonely Contemplation ihu» might stray ; 

And could the ceaseless tuHotei cease u> ptey 
On self'Condemning bosom*. il were here, 

Where Natufe, not too sombre nor too gay, 

Wild but no: rude, awful jet not austere. 

Is 10 the mellow Earth as Autumn W the year. 

Adieu to thee *j<ain I a vain adieu t 
There can be no farewell to scene like thine; 

The mind il colour'd by thy every but: 

Aim! if relocLantly the cy« resign 

Theit cherish'd gaze upon thee, lovely Rhine 
Tie with the thankful heart of patting praise; 

Mote mighty spot* may r«*» mo[C fi'i Lnn S 
But none unite in one attaching pate 
The brilliant, fair, and sofi.-tbe glone* of oW days. 

The negligently grand, the fruitful bloom 
Of coming ripeness, the while city s slieeti. 

The rolling stream, the precipice s g oom 
The forest'* growth, and Gothic walla *«"■ 

The wild roeki shaped ii they had turrets been, 

In mockery of man 1 * art: and thete withal 

A race of face* happy »» *he ,e * n *; .. 

Whose fertile homines here eatend to all, 

SUB ,$£», »'« (b, bub, though E=pu« "«« thtto ** 
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thr Vtlnnr nrSW Bath*i*cii . * 
mp«r?tiiion tonweted with. So 
At m». ALonteiiT. Kimtcr: 

itiCr grutaomc eJemenl in flsi L", 

AHKLiLieM, A hero ; In the 
X t btlUN**»tit4 Hagrtt ptzteud* 
to be. isa-J&j 

AMEVUKG, A Vm-Ut nt ihv eosltt 
of Dietrich o* 3 30 
AinRAr Zi^utfhtef ol r* rnhijer- 
L-wofs i in a Ic^inJ oi I 1 urrtcn* 
beig, iff.y-tya_ t . _ 

ANriL^rjArUn The lo^ii : clainro 
m the hs5mo Of the AlTfiavm^iana, 
ZEi QKfMKki More 3ft j * 
(Mnd ^ ca*K le ol - 

S^eb*rt hat htu* o>mi at, 174 
Asi^VA».t. In the VvtiUHga SW' 
a ilwait I ram ‘wirani 1 obijnn<HJ 
tbc trjamlM of the J, W 

Ar, s’Amtfclt. S3 3 

AOUnaiwt. to* |w*v*»«: ■« 

If i.jJuF AjaiMii'r. MtUJ ia- 

mlr*. H«i waUtft ><«*“*> 

Ottt) nit(-1 ovi-r. 

A u yJT*iKf. W*w*A* or- w* 
n'rtfftar D/Jf 

ARicuniBiior or t otojms. _At th* 
trtiU of iht uoUfti Lofolfi* Ms-sj 
AS.™?, TU*. A 

ki’ditd ofColr3(pnP- Itjr** 3 

Aaoni riiL I (It i.DLft^iilct.ATBtrvnAt, 

T,ra llm Itpwl. liu-i™ 

Anf.tATttf. fill' «W* tc ol > * 

*£ssi?- ’C,»« <*?* ■ 

Onkats tlu, Kowtao* spoitt v 
Vuras -lI-« 
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Atrati* Th« F^jfHsli Mfve : 
pqialltt between Wntrich at He m 
Jifltl, 53S 

A Til. In I her VvIfUnfcJ V;I£J limit 
of iLc llun*. the -xnjf 4* AtiLli 
mnd Kttn 4 .. BrtihbUti 
rhai Gudnni *'kll marry* 301 ; 
Cudnm TH^.rji«:. 304 : Clive b lim 
Khimki d ami itMlmvtiwi to 

ii‘JTT2 !£8 wtlfilfahout* fill , ClEO- 

f\±f. y>i ; Gun run Vj b< 

TVt t > ■=- itFi, 3*5; oHifi 
5 ** xJW Attil* >rjiJ Etal 
AttEU. Kk:i;: *=J the jl nm, ihf 
imnr a* Adi ani Elxcl; in 
ITaijA.Ir tf/ JI . 1 * 511 , 

S** tiUt# Atli tfjrd PtirS 
Aue*6acil The cwtft uf; the 

legeud at ihe L-nopt? of, ^55-357 
AirGfffujui. TSif city, iu 
Ao-cnarUi- The Emperor; and 
th* Oemttak tribe*. 20 
Ai?ULlA^- Ttoirum Em^ror ; 

aattiuc* the Hhcnzsh peupir*, J 1 
Australia. Tfr** t-ingrTam n# H as; 

rncurpcutileti with prm^imhn. aH 
AirsnsU- ArtMtih* ol 1 C-vsif- 
de-Lkm lm]ricaftc«J iu TijJJj 
Oatk fay, JJ 7 


B 

LiAniAHAcn. Tike lawn; fli* 
injihfan I .VTT-! = ' 1 dwelt in *1 ; 
the " Alt,ir of LiAi&llin/ ftcriLr, S«j ; 
the tiiAlJv of Sdhiabuffi &eii r 
< 83 : the j tbml e.rrMf n-nf t&j 
lUtHH- Thu CJty p J411 
liAUiw ifl, In tbv Sj >;j f J >-/ <?j umt „ 

one of QiarlfTn-iinrknight#, 
50: ia InipJ, fay nod manic* 
StfajL And If ttuwnrd Ktnj; of 
£axfnly, 3E »JJ ■ i:»dit» ayihrt 
the Saxuni allil Ji hilled 111 battle, 

33-55 

UALMUJfii. In the 

udjdity twcpEil, n,* 
BALTlSVtt Sill ;\ knight ol 
Tracufifi; alcgnndof, 112-174 
IUmd>~* iusii Qjtftt, ml. A 
if-jpenit o( t Jlfki-nfi-M Ifi^IsA 
Basile i. Hit city. 5 * Ijtxnla 
at- 7*! tbs diiK-nt of ar*t| %ht 

woodnrftil clack vi ^-1ia34burg K 
J-44'34 y Ttflaty d—ui 

Ttwty 

360 


BasmA ^eeti <d Thuttttgta. wilr 
of Baamm, ni ^ bocomes CJaiL 

drric’i queeii. i pradieta to 

CMkkris the Ldl &l the Hem 

vinfimtEv 5^-27 

Baal 1 ? 11 KUw td Hioft^la. 13 
Uatavii. Early CiliTTiiaaic trabc, a* 
&AVALIA. Acfjntm RhenifcL it-rri 
Iwjr m a TftuU at tfafi c;othjtth oJ 
Virnna, JI ^ Glliuhtr and iUffeis 
ptkij on tlicir journey 

to A tt 1 S 2 J * <’mtrt at V ikEnna : iw> 
Dwei, Cci^IttATi A Im^bt ot 

rtoprard : a lege ml ol. 1^171 
llEOlUKX r Ilip town; KujhRet 
of - 1 ^ Rudltt r; In the A 7 j£* 
AttIU'i at. 

tidi tt|£S of t he tm^ody. log. - - The 

Ci'Air ul J Ell the ,ViMiittf2vrfaV^ r 

Kitp-cnhdd at, 285 ; GffilUhtr iiici 

Ha^en lt T Hjft 

B^DOnt J. On Uac «ariy G^t- 
RiHnic [iroplo, 14 13 
&wmt»vjEjf. Tbe comp&s^t; * 
native ol lh;rm, [jj 

IlanAao In thu o/Mt $w« 
oaa o| dutfkwfna'i kBtaht». r 50 : 
numci Helia3£nd K 33 ; kdllod by 
Feramuf. 3 t 

Defeat. city; the pxecif. 

tjonet of, in 1 legend of prank' 
Ant. tjMjj 

Bcwu Tbi^ city 1 pjotrich nf — 
Diairich T , nH a uUi>ncd k 260, 

a<tt 

I:Erhard. AfatiOt ol ClxlrviiHA . 

in » legend of Rufibaojl, 143-144 
(ItHTttA. The htil^ it| Sb DUnficlk 
u r Schwanmlpcck; m a Ir^rnd 
vi Atfjruieli, 

BJhertcie T 3 w Iawd; a lc^ft -1 
of tho ^ilsKc of, 2341-244 
B£MW, "Pip town ; th^ nj'Jit 
niniantifl boftion of the Hlllv 
v;i] 11:y rt L ^ < th* MuulW 

Ttnecf nsar, £06 
BiHHAai Tl?^ town, 353 
BJ3MMLCE. i’miMCE A stMy of. 

and />W HWMqiw WAjmi. 3- 1 
DhACk FOEKtr. iHi 0, 11 34* 
BxajUJC KmnrTi The. In Itw 
lt^i?nd of thJb Kiuvn al ikiguLi, 
^53-253 

iiLiwn AMma. T11*. K Irpmt ol 

phrElinbefg 10a-105 
fiLObCLFJI lit liltr iSitvlVMgiHltll. 

a Himniah waxnoc \ firifaod by 



Glossary & Index 


Kilcmhlld Alt"* P»nkw«», 

Buosran. Engli* famOn. n*^ 1 
Rithiuii C-mur-dB'I-iftB iram Tm- 
fcJftC* jU«, 

Bj.rui_NnT«C* Ca£ 1U^ * rL til ‘‘ 

L, mid Oi 0411 tbr Linn 337 
Ek. » tL, j Til*rtwn til-watery 

t'reoctl jiott; liLi u / ™ 

rxuno, &B Lw* D * 

in the Sc^end ol the Shepherd 

theory *1 the engm ot 

^hfjrJl«RlfPA^« 4 . i 07 n 3 wS 

Bom Tfce my. 7 . * }*&*& «- 
1^136; in thr le?rnd rd tl^e 
Tt. 11? : 1,115 

toai) ol tbe lleW at 

Udulf, 141 , t 

BoPFARP. The tS'WP. ■ u^rii-i 
cf 10^-171 T L t 

IRpUIIRTPHAUUIv Accent IWJUif *t 
Worm*. 1 i „ ., j 

^oBXDOFiLri. The monMtiTy oi, 

Uiwm-sit. Ttie Dak* **<; in Uw 

Lutaa^in Inumnil- 

Hit**. t’^Af VKJS- in 
h lceirud uf 11 m 

Bhhaieji. Uni city, Ju* lb* H*o* 

urillC LfARUOn 50 4 * 

BbUw^r. Kniiiti: I Ft 
o E UilrlevhctER, 31 l & 

' iSAuinrss. Tub h tlw g*™** 

4/| LfcebtJi&llllll lIPil StirlTCPlJClS 

Cftll&F 171 _ 

nnvNJEir.^. « Bnvnwii-P. i, *fi 
tk AV'Juififfn/'tJ, ^2 nM LI 
tvniti m : CitnilNrsr *«*t 3 g* ^ 
win. 'Mik thfc help <« Sirfilrml, 
?m; thir ftnry al SitfflMttl 
§» d [flu rent ift ScjiuWvton 
veiuotift, 370; Siegfried i 
cyucVCf frith, 4Pd (1™** ^ 
371-373 ; a Bain ovcuvCnw by 
l£g[fctadp 374: Li^r inpOT- 

bnman struuith oft jnumx^W'. 
17 |i ; qnaiitlj with RrifllflhjH *1 
over ptvmAtmx =75- 

>ijpi one d th» VaI' 
Itrit, 300; Impriiaiicd tm 

the mountain UmM*U> .^ , 
mewd by Sigurd, 3^; wrfdftl 
t& p qonutis ^ L ;' L 

GmJrutt. pa ; t “" 


Gn nn ar ili 10. 303 : plmi =1 i^ml '* 
ilr -u. joa-)u 3 i ^V* htfy l f - 
■ioi; r^fraidr'.] a mtui^ 

, ' py: Identified with 

Bftjniddld-b by Abtltnf r ^7. 

3, In tbe Rtaff, ibe new a* the 
tiiifjr’d in by Smin 
inrliit, I r,r i. JM* 

Uti3Nini^ Hkd A pi™ M*r 

Frank tfFrt, 

QVUVlCtll^TS or P Ai 

{hiupep at Fnmkuih ; 

lim-ntuU blr I Llijtell wStli, by 
Abclu^P 307 

ItL-nu- In Tbe I r cfl«*fd S##U, 
tether At Ikuflbtill* 301 . tbe 
bmtlwr nf„ dAin by GmnUir, p = 

BLiRCTUCttriAifa. lire- Siegfried 
sojourn^ anwTTig, *t Wwn 4 * BjM * 
tiulp-i ASrairijt tbc iMfrai mint 
Sa^cpiii, sp^i sypopytnoiifc wim 
tbr Nibclup^Ti when the Nibe- 
kmtieii traBsirra alters BHrstinirly, 
the Mum iad, m tl aJiAjj 
lit 

l^ itgUsiMf- Ihe (?iavines. 3oa s =bs 


CaSM»^ Sir j ill ini . 

Cimiluv lo \YaM<rt o/ J^wffjiw, 
lie >rH«t ol Mat*! p«l*yf 
ith VViVlhur 315-j u. 
t AMT, The town ; tfjppa^a tO 
tK a [iocnim niK *7* . 
t\ututtAS. beawr* a( the 

Lh-n r in * tvseml of F^SIcffEi- 
Btinn Cirtbp 

C * K'J-i-i Ktil AJta- 1 bo iS f cinety 

Eoiitutod bv jS; 

tmd el the Oyfiwty. 41 
C*oii.orCH-iyiii- i. Aiicieist “JJ*® 

ni i puk -nfeLi. «*. *. ine 

niLnicni ttnra. i?e 

= E^rty InhnJbHanta ot tlio 
KTiitiff'TOuuinp* 13-14 
CuiUMas-AU*yi**** Hir city 3TJ 
c II jLHCOAt-uiFitKB". Tint. A Icnjend 
«| Zfthria^ep. 3i«-.kM * 

CriAUtniAOttB lilt- • 

31- 111* tnn?b at AUd^tlmpellr 
jL^j 1 40: i« iiorv qS i“-r -wari v,nh 
[It mkiw j i '.7 i the nwry 
tiu- wQOd^^ S«n 37 ^ 4 U « 
aL tile :brine of St- t*OW. 170-t ;7 i 

*™winan lu* Entpin: ^n8 

hu !hkiii. 177-17**: “ ”'■ 

3 61 
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n.= > >c mlr-tS with tngrl Uetm, sig- 
said tjo havf foumlol the 

< j f y of Fra-nkturiuqtii.f.Moin. 

CiiiiHU**oMc the H-annaa, 4 
l?:jernl of Jiigcthettn. 

Chamles ms Baea Em^rvf ol 
^ Uu Rdmotn. 11 

C Ei a fiL ea ttie Fat. E'lzipcrui of 
^ the Roman*, -i i 

Chaiti (krmaiiic tribe; in the 
f'Tinkiith wfifaricrkcy ri 
OutJCl. Germans; tribe; in the 
Frankish eonfrd* rftfv. 5$ 
CiifcnuscJ Germaine tribe, *t ■ 
im ihs I'unkiib coafedeiacy, sj 
L fi I. -. *t CE Jt All CVAME, Le. A 
FrenUi version uJ the 1-Pternfrifl 
lirgFQd. 92 

C&Jadb&kc I KiajE oi the Franks, 
ion ol Mcfovijr. =5 h4J viiiori 
of the tlii of the MnsviiUMini, 

Ctttu-irirc Z. King of to* Frank*. 
^ M-iJ 

CJJ BIST I AMITY. A legend Of JJI- 

* 333 

tuvii. The oftlci ol 1 i ia the 
Jj.hrn^lln legend. EJtl of Hra* 
hint i my mooed in. 91-^4 
Clihiiwaiu:* of SnuwHino, Tiib- 
The Ltrcod of 342-340 
CtOlHQ. Reputed fothr.rof &litrtivJ| 

Clovia I. King el the Frank** 
jS 

Coaxixt* Tha dtp : the jimcUon 
oE the Rfurw pod ah £ . to* 
jtiUoil ami tmiwry ol 0b«- 
vikrth n-oaf. 15 S. i$i> 3 C3mrlc» 
maima At 170 

CwitE The in cm 3 th< Nedrtt 
and I'airtifi Rhine umfci nimr* 1 
Cou>s* t I The city, 7, ao, 29; the 
4 >>-h, |,i|r<| Wftfr. 
7^73 ; in the tapmj ol St Urmia* 
T6-77 s U» iegychl of the Jta hi - 
teci OS the cathedral pf fc ro|- 

lt&; k^LOili cl fd □ tain £ why 
the building u! the Cathedral wXl 
wwi conipifitod, x^iis s the 
legend uf IAe FirtsbclJ of, cu- 
H4 E b«Mi» a fm «iy, fi 5 E 
itui legend &l the AnUuMiop't 
IJ^n. 113'11S r fcha hgisc 4 oJ 
the whin Hotm-v it^Eso: die 
SrRPful ol tfce Mrt|lC B*iii(| w?*, 

36 * 


i £0-1II; the i(_jrml of Trufn- 
* tourney «„ 
in the Ir^nd *pf GuEcnfrU. n^> 
t 4 o H i*J j. BhbCtfl o|| U liht 
%etid q ( Tnientda. iia-iij 
J Arthbi n hop >ol, m iElp iFgt’ad 
id Gutfoldi, a jo 

Cohan, Huihtuuj of st_ 

tfriulA. 76-77 

Coni anv or Fos^ttim Tur a 
guild: in a legend of Friokfan. 

( ^EFB^KtfATJO^ or TUX RlOHE 

A Lezgin! uS Rhejibh citirs, 
Gutman prince? loin Uiij rt- 

puiliato toeu xJtegtAiioc to thr 

Etn|dn0 p 5 i 

CCFTKWKttCB or T][K DTap, Teee 
A h geod ol fliberkih, 219-^41 
CosrGRejfj or VllriA Lonfeicnce 
of Great Fowct* ; ^henbh tend 
lory frttored to FToj]±ia a* 2 rcaull 
ol, 51 

Cokeaii. 1. A ion of Kurt 3 in Hie 
Icjtfmiof UebeoJteua And Slcrraa- 
berg, IJT -174 2. Ei^uSit f of the 

EtEipetor Lodwiju hnpriwnxd In 
the COAtiaoJ Ehrenfidt. 209 

Coamp J. Km^of tl^many 41 
CoHuAii tlL Knag ui Germany, 

«5 

Comlsd IV. Ktag Ol Germany : 

Jjunntr tu |u iht * 14.1 «j.r e.-L0h to 

tfll 

Co^SnanrJi- i. Lake. 6 # 163. 
#- The toiTEL 0 

Cu n ii r a Ft ti ne Rom.iJi EmpeTOf L 

tint vnnuu of. bCtuneil eLL iliitli, 

Cox^tAfcnMoru. Ttu- city. 173 
Cuoi’XJi o-f apirpai n Thr. Tht 
legend ol, 73. 231-157. pi 
Co K j’i a : i-. E 4 ri or. S- r - H i< ic hant 
l-OtiMT Fa l.At lux, Ruler wf Hi? 

Falanmit<i. 44. u 

Era MACH, Lxitaj, ibe painter . thu 
^!Ui- iL ttau > dftmnnt in hi» wotk F 

^ ,OJ 

Cu^EHtlVT. One ot Ihe ftrtt 
■apt^llG* ol Christianity on the 
Rhine, anil Ant Axchhuhop ol 
llaift* 1 mautymJ at Maliu p *1J 
r.pt.^4nc, TiiiKD i6i 

CxuaADbfl. Tujl fn Rbrntwh 
legnnd F jo 

I ' HURADEK 4 21J, II J 

€nitq. Kephrw Od th^ Dcaei 0J 





Glossary 


SrrJtvbnrjf t in * Segtnd o* 
Win&zck . 319 - 33 ! . 

CyUACP*, Per*- la tbr J*®end 
q! St Ureal*, 76-77 


Damcm of DiATH flapped to 
urspoFrtl on maiden* wlio die 
between betrothal mui marriage, 
ifel 

DawCIW Of RAMiafeSLiiUHr, Tali 
Tb* legend of. 145-U* 

DJVM’t Thk La tbe 
SiCffrM helps the Burgunrli an* 
a« h Hie kicisf of, slain 
by Qvngsr. 311a 

pA^KWAHT 111 the tflfcWiHigniJiJif. 
be other ul Hagen 3 ucc^mpwiJW 
Gunther iUKi i**fffriEd vn tbe 
quest M-nr the band of bTimtald. 
17O-S71; Ki ivualuLiJ LuilMEiwJc' 

I Ell to Attack * n ; ilain. 194 

Damuue. Hir nv.-r ; in the 
tfu^en amvD* at, 
and Ija^bM with tilt swan- 
m riililftgip df. j St —a 3 5 . liagea'i 
croiainn of, 

Dacia vvilr of Vumesi. Kins oi 
|1 e i: l ±9 n L ami ttloUbci ot St. 
Uraata. 73 

DafiMstAot. The town 1 a legend 

DaviL.^THfi 5 to Teutonic legend, 
?S. Sf ‘ Satan 

JJtviL >; LaDOEJ . Tllff Src Krdfidl 

DlVlLS StowE l UK A EHiaaiVA 
Hour la Colognt* f aUlfdrat. 109 

Dxvtt/s V1 k si v ah p, Til*, A 

legend id Worn™ 161-593. Ji* 

HiEitL uvr pLatlkmle 

I Jjetji r:fi 1 A uptAin of the 
guard of Oial Ludwig r attempts 
to raptutc tha LoCvlfij. 00-01 
i Hfitoch 1 ! iccomptieo ; iJi tiifl 
legend id tb* UUtar'i Maid ol 
DdorL i^i«t 

Phttlmh 01* Stywa A kmgbt 
ill p^likb vi fMll'f ujnEt ; in 
the Jegrml of (bo Garden 

■if Wot mi , iOo 

LJlMtlM Lii- Of tj|ir$)LINT. Haugll 

tor of HQdipf of Becblarn ; m 

Ou. Uilfld, a&M 1U lbfl 

399-3 i«> 

UiMriMH o» H 6 *n Kici£ nl tka 
Got lit | ll*e king Anhm of 


Index 

Gfjmin story. Ij 3 l 1 fljtUI* tn 
many medieval stories. 15S. atWi ; 
qi iginaJI v. idThocdane the 0*tro 
golb. m i^AUlna JaAstorind pet 

341 nasse, 358; m tbr legend of 

the Kota Garden of Warms. £58- 
sOi ; io the 

ptohaMy an interpolation in thr 
oiigmal lej^nd siA s ift bar 
K\h*tm*f**U*d willl Et-trl at 
Tulna, at tha corn mg with 
KriFOlhild. 2 S3 : warns Gucttlsrr 
and Hag«n of Kjionhild'a dealre 
for voD^oancs, JiJO, 191 J mter- 
in Hie nonfilct to Etasl's 
bannonting-ball, 193, S 9 I -296 : 

tu* lament lor RQdiwr. -03 : 

fcgli!a wl|li 1J ’i(get* an-1 CtiOlhet 
and defeat! lhrm K 296; In (hi 
fCii^. 309 . 310 

Dtetejch. Sja. of Scwbaexmx- 
pfccK In a I ego lid Of Ar^ntrlH 

i^aa 

Douv&tt. Uk Aeintf. Mentioned 

DcoTitbvip. The town, 29 
Dtucuunmi.3, 1 . A muuniain 
pc« flotitL. 1 i ji ■ a bgood o(, 
139-154 i a su^gefitcJ dsnvi- 
Hull of cbe naiMO. 154 - A 

ja-ak til sinisliH groleftiLal fortzuL- 
tioo, neai Marmhilm. 154- J 
Caatie of; in a ie^rnd of Kofsisd. 
t2 $-137 

Dhago^b Cayk. Tint On tbe 
m^i:benld». J JX, 133 
UnAaow'i kt.K Titf Sm 
Dtac:lH?ofrM 

DwmaiHC SuKi;i op tun Riuxb 
So r ■ 11 

Uukiia. At.anat. Tbn painter j tba 
gtTir vjnLe delicti 1 tn I*l* 

103 ^ 

DOaknatk- Tbr town, tj 

Jn lib r nui- logjzfld* 73 "5 
DvaUI. A Sax.-o km a 2 dohiM 
ah 4 li(jtiti witU CUtNenuipift 36- 
37 

I 

finuinifp llic mmnety ol r jjt, 

34 ® 

Scnim. A knight at tbs comt 
af Piotrieh of ^krn, 239 
tLti&AA, blotthtm frOe tic g&iip 
piJAlicrtia ; Ihr t^iwrt g% &s§i a 
14 prp*B £i*f ipbtist of . 
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I'svtvj'f, Son of Sir i>wald 
ol : in stir U c^m | 

of Uw Blilid Aithn. I93- 

1^5 

Eq^emowd, Eggericm von. Bro- 
l^r-iu-liw of ^hjulriui^ . in 
tb* U^neid of ChAilernAgrn the 
RoLber, 121-235 

Ekie.^teu-. The cattle *rf; .1 

leEtrad oJC Sid»»p llatto ft&d. 
aog-axi 

Eifcl a hilly plain t 4 

El TIL In thi! VcdiUngi nan 

ot A til im] Cud run; iJaii] by 
Gudrun, 30 J 

ELSEaUT. A lQbb«‘kEM£hL j in 
tta IcfEfiil of Uhartcinjigiic tb* 
Robber, 120-2x5 

Eluf&iUUia Spouse ot Count 

Otto of KmfcMiriinborj; in 

a. legend of Rose bach. 143- 
144 

iiiriLD Thi? principal idnirn m 
the Rbfingau. ftDriefttly Altft 
m legend of> jj m 325- 

3*7 

Etifis Wiii u| Wdbvq H-m&oft 
verci IJcrgerulorf; in u legend ol 

Bonn. 135-155 

Emumf. LJtjghtrr d Arch- 
bishop Wrmt7 i Tteaturcf ; in 
ibc JufctLd o£ the AM^mrnt, 164- 
r&8 

Exit- In the lord 

ol Umd> iiEftr the LMhuL* jflg, 

HU 1 . The CduhLa ni ; hold the 
sturarddup of Li f eld. 35 v- t, 
b erdk lawd. Count ol ; a kgnnd 
of 2z<p-33J 

EzvUlrilCsi A «ll 5 t£* tirif Ikinn ; 
a lcftcral Of, 136-117 

I.voiLuyff ArtliliJjU'.jp of Co. 
lo^nr - the U^cnd C* Ihe Uon 

■>1 113-11 et 

EFFU r Sti. Lord of Epftairin; 
in A legend oi Lpp>Urlfl CiEtle. 
342-144 

EfwniiN. Th# Cull# ol ; & 

trgend of, 042-241 

EfttJKLooijKjE. Town In the uafJi 
lit Scotland, tb« modern Lurl-; 
tort . Ursa pioTicibty iKOditwl 
wlOt. 

Fwi' In ihc i ; .ViMjifn mm 

of A til sad Gutkim - aluii hy 
Gudim 303 


Eixutt** Dfiagblcr id Rhemluid 

v-iri RrrmcUrrz ■ fn ft k^&d ol 
OhkenMa, 155-1 

Bthul King of ttar 11 uu. the 
"Lime 114 At! I ill and Atli. to Ik* 
,Vdirdun^rnJ l in 4 . 2 fcti; Kdtmhibl 
fimi™!, 28 j-jSo: tnYitrf Hagcfi- 
tmd KnmiUjld » trot Hr e a. In 
Viernut* 2 B 6 a th* Bur^umiUm *t 
the court of. 2^2311 uttidted 
hy Hrtgrfi tn hi* kaiiquriaih^bdll, 

*9J I UUBffflta lbr?n r i ikalh 
3^71 the hiitOfitil figure mJ 
IhF AVy *-s n h rd, 30 ^ ; m th# 
KU$t f 300 , 31 a Sr# idi* MtiU 
and Ath 

Eoiiim ^ I^Lughtrr ol tbr mliobi 
Kcnmat i in .4 nory u.f EleiduL 
beni CaftU^ 44-45 


F 

Fftnni. fti she FftfiNi*|ft Sajn. 
son ul Hfiiltimui ; ilavi liroitli' 
tn.lt. obtlirti Uut ^ibclan^rn 
board* ftfiJ txktfi the lo:m oi 
a dragem to ^nard it. 2$o; ilftio 
by jw 

FujosariirHG. Tin? coakIc of; tin 
legend Of, 201-20& 

FaI-* tMflnnjr. The Pawn ; Artb 
bailiop Wwtwr of in thr 
oi thp Akhoiuj#l r (6f-i$S; Sir 
Iliilip Of. in a J^grnd of Gtttm- 
Mi. 179-ifii 1 Sir Kurt Of, in 
a Legend oS Rfiii-^heim, nb, 
Thr Wonderful kiNid. ft fmifa! 

uE Uur c in;l ■ \- a |fi ; Oirjt 

tlii Uon F « tiui iftiLUe of 

2&-ZM 

Falls <*v eui Rm^s Kfi» 

Iuukd, G 

FftnTiiER Rum A. Q&t Of the 

two liLaln hi m i r .hu * of ih c JiLnw 

FftirriADft. F'umtb wife of CLaiU- 

mo^ne p tlir. ?iorv of the mroddur- 

tul ijji-rn and. 37 {o 
FKKA&sftft la i\m St*nt of *k* 
Si I..IU, it Raikhun CiAnl. =|2 -t 1 ; 
^ billed in tattle by EUiJdwin 33 
F lm Aft l.j b In this Sj rtf .j.f Uii >u g *jj 

wa rd Guitedift ; h|(bu wilk ftnd 
la killed by Bnldwm. 34 
FvmntHAMtL Count «f £li ; * 
lefend of, 225-227 
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Feudist aw m. Emperor erl t^w 
Rwm, 50 , . 

FSBSYHa*, Trre Iti the 

FtPUm The A kijeihl ol 5^ ini 
CutijedraJ. 3 a £-130 
FteLP tfl* Hot* ChO^ Thr 
id 1 he vkiruty iM Slaust 

where Con*tamiEiei ilnop is 
fcunptrt^i to h*w* occurred. a^S 
I’TIlt li£T I Of C«Ofiir»C*TK*SltiL, 

T«H- TIhi legend of, lia-iM. 
FiAh^UEIH A vJU-a^a flenf Mum : 
Kuiiiicanda K^ni^snrla s 

Sit Bode* of. la the irgcild o* the 
Stophfrt Knitfbt. a44-M s 
Fquclork- Use coinfanltvciy 
unuill element of P in the RhiM 
legend** 5*1, 7® 

FfiAHca In the Thirty lieais 

Wa, ; txtedib hd boutt* 

dnilf* to lh£ Rhine, Jt ; ^353 
lit* Rhine province* 05 a ttsult 
of the * ir of *871*-; l, S l "J* 
Fhasco ■ PiiTBSJiwi Wats. Oi 
i1?7*^7t i France forfeits her 
Rhenish territory ** a come* 
qurticc of- 5 1_ 5* 

PjtAKCUKtA' Thu= province. 2U. 

4 * , , 

pAiy * yn HTmtw. Ttw tfliHt Ol* 

|Q 

FAAMlnoaT + on Till ■ M AIK, Ihe 
Cltv takl to have Sa^n founded 
by Cbailcina^ie. 2 +*; the If ^fid 

C.f thft PuDMiwr of, J 4 ^? 3 j : tl» 

legend of Uk Khavg ol B^rcen, 

the Brohhlfo Bed 

Driu, | miTitiuiUi'd, 33S 

F*aTiKtawo Tim couutry trf jM 
Franks; in the S TiwHnwnh* d. 
Gunther and B*atm fournry 
through E*si«m fl*i £* u;J- 
fta# n/dfwhR#*- AUfci* invades, 

Franks l^rly lnfaiWt*nfo of 
the Rhine. country- *4 1,™ 
jVi^rvPF^nJicd probably Jtfd it* 
origin umnDH, sob i in 
ef Atimiiwmi' 

Fhetit&osida- Queen <m w 
F rciukuh king Chi I peri^. *jl 
her lend with hi-t uster-m-law 
r.it Atutraam, sh 
FiiUftEKlCK. Y^UitUt# 

Count Laui* III: iis A *tory 
Heiiklbt^ Caulk". 4* "4® 


FkeoehICk k Emperor oi the 
fftjajpjiliE aad Charlutu.wne"'* 
tORnb, 40; wwl the Thin! 
Crude i <;8 

Fr 3nevSLtc U. Emperor of the 
Rumens: and Charlemagne 1 # 

tqmh. 40 

Fbewu RmW-inroit. J\ilitiCAl 
effect upon Uie Hhma-coaisiry. 5* 
Fkxta. ^ciiU^rn nuddcki Of tew* : 

in the legend of the Woli sSpring. 

F^tcn, fi Imnrhhuck tjf Ait- 
U-Chspdl* ; the kgeod ot 
»g 

FCriST. Fa*** VOfr In q Sftgniwl 
of FiinLenbcff, i f 

FL^TCsnt^. The oJ ; the 

uf tlu rtiautom Mother 
til. 3 &>-s .-I i the Eegcnd of the 

Blind A^hcr. 


GAtLlzm^ Bi EFsaa Km f -tot , 
iumI the GennABic minp. ii 
GAUtiie, Tu±0Miu«B- Meutiojafd 
36 

Gei-rtAT. [n the ftib*Iu*gt*tyl 

Vohtit, Hfuiloi'f to Elwr. J«; sis 1111 
bv Gup.tiiel"ii meo, 

Gewiva- Cinton, j 
CuTtorsta. Wife o\ Count 

ii ;*<! of Andcmach : iu a Icg^d 
U t Audetmieh. 9 .t HL| 

Gs mut ton twwiuici, A yfljinf 
squire; tu a kgcod oi Owr- 
TrOfth. ^ , __J , 

GehdS tlAiighTer of the Lord of 
llhdnvteiu. the Ic^nd of Kuuo 

And* 

GtHHSNlcm. IkJidttn I "i 

ill# Rhinti-country, 

GVWAMS. EAStV. 5« 3 ruMOS 
GticuAHV. In die Thirty Year* 
War, jo-at ; iimaUu I««»™ 
lerriiory m a iMuit of lia W11T 

of iS?e-7 s - , f . . 

Cnnpt. tn Hit S'^^.i(*i*fc*I. 
Luother of Krieiubjld, 1^7 i anil 
liar piut to slay Siegfried, 2?7 ! 
Hith Gunther Hagefl the 
lourtiry to £tHlk «retit nt 
Ylnma. =90, abiu hy Rudiger. 
2^4; iDfnwimd. i >7 
CemhSBacii. The town, 331 
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CrpscFi Sit Gibicho 
Gimcuo. Kiar of the Fronts. 

lh* ai Grbirh 4iid Ciulci: 

m the Tcgrad of iht Roar Girdea 
©f Worms iCo ,* in llie PbJj 

i SsgELrd viFMh eSw eorirt ©f, 
jeo-jai; im WahAar oj A^uHaint, 
*tou(cd by Attlla, and pay* 
tdtvnte, )[| ; death of. 311 
GlSHLA. UiughUr ©I lh* knighl 
liromaer; in A Jtfcfrtid of Kijitei- 
llAiin, 

Giseuilh. In the iVi<bduifVKl^ k 

brother ol KfM&ihihj, ^7: *nd 
ih* jdot 1© alliy S^frictf, iyj f 
wsih CaMbcr and Hagen ©n tiic 
tmirnoy to RtStli court rL l 
Vienna, 2i#0; tn th* conflict in 
Htioj a. hmoqutttuff htlL auj+ 
: ilaiti by Uolih*rt. ar^, ; 
mentioned, 1971 » th* 

JW 

Gi'jtft. 5*# Glbich© 

Gthita H la nt- Fa In i r fc-ikes th« 

Hibdtmeiji Juuvd t© r 2w 
iiSOHUf. In Ktu^imh legend. ; 3 
Ganw To* poet; mfloecK* ©/. 

Upon German frgOIMf- >9 
Guuo, The liAnileirf of Ccnofey* ■ 
m * leered of Afl4*ma fi 
^ 64 

Goistuct*. fir GoTTLrprc Wife ©t 
ItUdiger fii Bcdilim ; tn the 
285, is the A fagr, 

30^310 

Goxi£arjLAT. The couvmjh -rf | 4 

ll^nki of, iif-ai 

Grail. Holy, Ja the Lohengrin 

Jrjoecd. 04 

GRAM In %h* I'Vittflj# 

Slgurd'i EwonI ■ Sigurd places it 
between fciuWf And IlnmhjJd. 
^ lot 

GL 4 KD FxiO'st ©f Use Knight* 
TrmpiitL 1© a legend cl Gbee- 
worth, 150-idl 

CliA^i. In the Vahu^Pa $*£,% a 
mAglc trend giwn to Sgwd 3^; 
Sigurd rides through tbr flame* 
t© Enmhihi upoo, 3©© s Gutinaj- 
atremptT to math BfunhiU u©aq, 
but fuIn, 30c 

GtAYmjiw Tyrm Ethmdo^taJ 
divnjup ; tKri y Ctiitout ctiu- 
furen to, e 3 

Ganuuitr or Toubs. Hu Eceif. 

Mutiny tf lh* franks 38 
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G R HIM I i Ru c gnmn |fj 

ul L’nh^ne , ui tb* kcj-mj of iho 
Afthhuhop s Linn, iic-nS 
CatrcilfcN- DlUghter of HrfTihert t 
Itt the ItftCurt of Hie Tiewure. 
teeker, 136-137 

GHJUn'LD lo the FnJitrwjj W lT 
mother oi Gu-is an, eiintviiJcrit 

J* ttn UlD ©1 tl|l7 

*“■ *?4- i admirualena a 

g tson to Sipisrd to m aU* him 

Jtet Bruashitd. 174, jat ; the 
tain* name aii Knomhihl |©3 

Gaihk Jakob FhdolL^t ■ jtnd 
the ftV, 3ft© 

Gaiaohs jiniits cutoit: the- Rhine 

m, 5 

GO BA- PrilM^sa ’ in ihfr ft genii 

©f Pla!f. 19^-1 So 

Go BA vow hci:HL xi Mother of 
Gerbert von Iseiiblir^; in k 
legeiKt of Oberwfirth, 1 t>u 

GL-bfiapn^v A nilflfir ; in th P 

leg^nEl of Woifidm Heiro^ won 
Bergtoiiotf, 1 

Gudautt. In the V^iumfit Sm*a t 
daughter ol Cm Ini ay Gntnhiht, 
ei[ULvaU:rLl to the KliamMld ol 
this 274. 30© ■ 

Sigiaid toAiTieij, 501 ; ■[*! .httI' 

with Brqnhllfl JipJ : goes to the 
court ol Kmg finlf ol Datmfk 
l*JI tWTlr* AUl. 3^ L fight! 
agrinivt AUL. 304 ; serarea AtlL t 
deatli 305 ■ the fuithoi .tory 4-! 

GtUTfcim in |}|» s™$ e/ iA* 
w. Kitijt ©f the Saauhh, a©, 
*tain m iingle Conabat by CharLt 
magEK-, 30 

GvpPaMak Burgundian king i thr 
dverthrow of tho kingdom 
rcgjmled OS the hulomal BUtleuH 
o! the Nth*fi4KgfiiUi*d J , y>7-in$ 
GUMMAS Tn the T r 4frMM£4 Sxg*. 
son ol King Ctbki jm : wi* out 
10 win tb*r hiiifl ol Ikunhild, 30I L 
IniLmr-d to lJrttnhaEJ. 301 ; pJ*m 
the laying ol Sigurd. 303 : 
iieirfiarouily invited to Atii i 
court, Ud Cmptured, 304 1 tUatb 
of. 305; equivAlent t© the 
Gunther of the N&rtunztnhsd, 
3^5 

GL-r.nl Ba Son of Kmg Glbichb, 
hlutber ©f KrieoihiiJ, j. In 
thr Nikaimmgawtiid. 3671 Sicg* 
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lti*J on an gjf- 

f^ditlon to eaio Rnsuftild as 
wife Afiii con Letter* Brunhild lew, 
t?n-t 7j - Brualuld seta owl Ice 
WtttflU with. 374 : Sie^fnrd 
4 Jialn ClWlttW Hr rrnh lM' for. 
i?4 : Siegfried. -%-m si« alter ten 
lean, and lln- feud tseKina, 275 ; 
luin Siegfried (mm Ihe r.mjrt 

on preP-xti o( win suJ 1 1 
bunting. 77s :t& . and ibe *lav. 
ih£ ol Strgfrlrd, 3 ®e-j& 3; lend* 
for thn Sit^tnruf^ti bn Aid to pro 
pitta!* Kiirm In Id : jrmiDoyn 
-*i1h Hngtn to the court nf 
Eck! it Vienna, in 

ihe cunJilft m Eutl'i hull- 
^t*« bag-tail h 294 ■ Dietrich tm-* 
to treat with, jg<: %hti mih 
l^stirinh ntd is rtateAted, aofr l 
sEtim by Kriniihdd. 297; 
valcnl te tilt Gufiiuj 0 f liar 
Weh*m$* Sag* 303: tn 1 foe 
tffrtjr 309 ; Id vf 

Aqu;tA:&j 311, fitDwd* Gibldtcft 
311; (i:t= ri!M oi wullhar’t coming. 
J*4 : BppWct W ahbiif. 315-Jt ; ; 

fight* with tVAktau, 318-319 
GtrNTkJkii- A knight: \m the 
Jegrnd of Fdkrnbtifg, I0I- 2O& 
Gur*. i. Ssiter ol £ir Philip of 
Faikcn drjri and afterward, +* 
*ita of Ft K har il of Cornwall, 
t.mprrf* ol Gi rmany; in % ':■• 
Iqgcml of Glltridcli 175-163, 
1 ttallfthtef Of the t.krc Umiakcr 
of $tr ass burg. 342-34ft 
Gir m n no.*, The castle ol; 

■Minkntlf named Daub, or 
Chantw ; * legend of, 179- a 3 j 
Gutiuobh In Uw FellHMf;i 5ii?J 
WB 0! Kju.15 Gill hi T,i>- . Elayi 
and 21 ilia lei by. biq^iij 303 

H 

11*071 URO !□ fitibflungfftfofd' 

nnc of tln« cwnri-maE:]ni» ol tU* 
P* 41 lilw ; Hi^pn and. 3% 

I-Iageti 1. In thn tflhrfutigfmfad 
* mighty paladin, ol Trooy. in 
Burgundy. ati6, 2 <w f ; fi*. 

com'paniei Gtmtftrr amt Siegfried 
ort ILI cxpediUoti 10 win the 
hand of BftmbftJd. *70; iwwi 
vi ngtanCfl on Siegfried lor tint 
oJiaiiL 1 .' wgiMim tHunhiU *j$ j 


Uftrn* from KHernhi!4 SitffrtaTt 
vulnerable ipat. 276; giini html« 
im{ ttriih 111444:0 rl «mi Siegfried;, 

; Itanrt Siegfried to drink 
at a spring mid dayi him. aftt- 
3^3 : Malta fJi-n UrX-lurc yE tb* 
^ibrhin^fi in thr Hit 1 on z 9 s| a^r ; 
ntid Jvnsmtuld i ainn iiL^e to 
Eiicl, 2S3 : uivited ti* Pt^! * 
CCiHj?t Vienna I'An; nm\ the 
Awnii nr-iiEcr.*! of the D^tuibr 
. ami the ferryman 
; mid iho chajlloin,, %$q- 
3ejo ; at Itfedi court 1^0-151 ; 
»Esy> Ortlleb. - 1“ *be conflict 
1JI Elo E * haEltpirting-hall, tvs~ 
304 1 thetridi ot Bern ms:* to 
lre.it *nih. i-5^: light* with 
Hie frith. AUiV la defcdltd ih/j ; 
shim tiy ICriemhihS. 2^17 l coueva- 
]i^nt to th^ H^ignf of Utr Vchs »ng* 
$*&* l 303 . identified nfith HU’ 
orf i-ue by Aboliflf, 307: In the 
Kt*g* t<«>. 1 In Walikar a/ 

A$uiiviw r A lutblr yowtli Ifilren 
w& hoBtuge to .Vtrita by Ciibldm, 
31 r: mxpz? tit; wt Gutither a 
ciHirt, 514 . wiili Gcmtbsr meets 
Widthor, but rdiuet to iltuck 
hmt, 313 31ft. fights with WaI- 
ihttJ 5*0 319 

Hag km ^ all A welt ml Ler^h. 

HAGJfKWTU^ MiTiUlvjd with H4gtru 
by Al>: Li 307 

Half King ol Denmark] m the 
S.tfJ, Gundrun gOel to 
tlio CCNllt of. JOJ 

tfAUbUlid The city; la the ILin 
sc m I it Leogati. W 

If a■ ifEt? l ris A baiEitifnl vnllcy 

m. the Etlunc co<jnlJ]r l I 4 I. I 44 

If Am nc 11 ns:. M.iul uf the miller 
Of UJiiTl ; tile IrgenJ ^f. Ijft- 
*41 

Ham> Gel rf von 

Bnaser 

HaN 9 Ea 2 IC LtAUtil A lodtfwtioa 
of Centum lowrts: it* wide 

Til dll emrr ^9-30 ; dciJine of, JO. 

Hasdi MauMTAiHW. A legend ol, 

730-232 

ilAwr "The lii^h One,* one of 
CvJjiis title* . pCKsfidiSy cun- 
nectttl vith the name Urm* 
HAtrc. liEnaiop, Archb^hifi ol 

^Lllieii e id taial-vTV tlld k* trail ■ 

J *7 
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tion. 206 in itii- le*mni of ttie 
To «ce of Eiiniwii 10&- 
joo : in tilt Ic^viid ElirroUh, 

K*l 311 ; TlirniigiKMj sift 
Heujrififinc. i. The cii^. 3*1 ■ 
the teffiiil at ilte Welt« Spring 
of Jli-Ji* J The Oil 

* iloey oL 44-4* j UhE l^mil u( 
ihe JtartrT ol Hr 11 Id hfrj. 3*4- 
315, 3 The tJrtwfftfiy 01: iln? 
TrniKpcter ef Sta In n gen U F 347 
H?mu: In tfa* Fdimr/j 

broiher-io-law of BitinbuJ, v>l 
Hiisx Tiw 1**1 ; hi* f>n 

II ^ I'd j: I till. i, HAmthm'* Umr ; 

In the kguni of itH! Hilitr'ft htmid 
at Udcrf. 116-141. 2 A mn ot 

HI tJtf IfHkd of Listen, 
itrsh and Sterrmh^r^, iri^ifri 
HUM> a iubthwk «t Ali JiH 
Chapclte ; rhe le^caJ of. 1 iS—1 ^*3 
Hwm^AKNCMJUf. Dwatfa iLSiL^ 
tilhj tilh Cologne. 74-?5 
ttmmiAnv lit* Ahfcot rf t 
£*htf Htrjmunn von Hcmabctff 
Rod, (44 

Hindis In the A’*?i 4 /tfir 1 ffB 2 jV 4 . 
Wife <4 EucJ. ;®5 

H^LtilKJEntE Antucnt Gtfnrrum 
wnrlc i fi whsirlj iIi'c-.Jj of thu 
hrEot-j ut tK^nld, /j 
Hiti 4 «hp, In tlu &*£ o/ tie 
£fur*nJ R daughter of AJitu ai 
Calyjfiscj * LksJ Schllc J i labourite, 
n ; mamn EkmicL jj 
Hiurjjs A LTeunU Vn&kfl thr- 
Lnhen&tin iegcjul. 92 
Hh^eoia^r* A trench ciesm 
1 he twMtXv of Wladeek ; a Sc-#encl 
of 3afi- 3J i 

HtHKV Sud r>f II t.jj I J [V r n 4 Let - 
*r4*d Hat (lib frr ui Hr dry V - 
m a l^trui of Speyer, 326-347 
Hilt ry xtia FowLlM, Henry [, 
RiUjttlOT of tHf 1^001 Hidl, | 1 ' 
m liLP L^Jj^.n^US ]r^n W J 
JiK NRY 11 1 KLu 4, 14J fcn S r i , flj 

Hrkry IV. I'oapow at the 

Rtiftuutl ; R ]r;j^4lJ-l ui 

HtlJl V !'■■■• j *= ■' ■ E tf IfjJ R^vnHTlB ; 

in a legend nf Speyer 32 $-u 7 
ilSMdr VL Ifijiu I Lu^lmi j' y> 
Hf.MbJUinp. A liEu^hl 41 thn nouit 
o 4 DiEtiEnh nf Eero 2 
Lfc le^rad ol the Hu*c 
ai Wcrfm*. s 39-161 
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Hturn epit AeMtdff qf Etdedeh f 

lu. <if Itn Tm oj^m -F. 

leeker. i 3 i^ 

mmm^K e a Wife* Plinth* . 
lit U i* irgmd of Hale, 

2 Son of ib* furrguing, i&t 

i»> 

Han h unk Y0 ?f HniNfnuc Lard 

Oi thr caitlt n n thl. i_-On*enbur^; 
»Ir5*nil of 146-13T 
Herk£ tm Hu*thh Thi! tcseniJ 
of; the ifory d fh* Wifi* 
HufitK7WtfE aJIird in. 6^ ] Htnu 
la eqtBiv^lL'm to Cxi in . €8- 
Htmi r Wilp Ct Diatfldi of 
Urrp ; in tin? fcfogt. joq 
JilMAK [xi tt i/lJbr L ,f AfmlbuiM*, 
King of iht Btir^natliana jrt 

A vUlagt ocij Batm ; in 
iho le^cd a! the UIUoc'a Ueht 
rd Udrrri. tj$ r 140 

HasTHE. An indent Rhitu 
K^lrM ; Iti a ie^eiira ai Hddrl 

™1h 321-3*4 ■ In ih* Icgacid cd 
the Klln^elkup-llc, 331, 3^4 
JiMvEGit tiKoar. F«t a thi 
fifAripru l'EEiJi;^ of, &J 
ilrtxiff N vojf UiK^is. SJn. In Hit 

3 ^> nd oi Keitricb. hi 

IftLDBSftAND. s«jn H^l Ucfbr^iul | 

* kuiiilit M thr iT 0 tiTt Pi IhftJirh 
of Barn, 25-j. tiki , it* Ufp .Vi^ 
and tljt. coilltirt eti 

LiMi 1 f -a= 3 iiiictirt 5 -ftfi]l. - 

■luvi KtieiuijiSii. iy? 

HEti.L^Aauj, A mnt:Ki:n ■ in tfcu; 
It^cnd ol Liflbcnitirlil anti Sttr^ 
rcdbornt. 1*2 174 

Hm-EOL^ni In W*Ukar vf Aq*t 

duugblrr of HrriiEi; fivfin 
boatii^r to Atulji, 111 ; m»|HJ 
Wllh Wflfttw aiu] Hurti hia iid- 
veniOTEd, J13,-3 = _* - W l-Ji VV hILIir; 
l »9 

HlwjiAftrMiL. A Biomiinio; m the 
luij.x Spjfsjtu i**4ttea the 
-ilr-epfcfn: liTUjdilid ooi. jw 
HlRi 3 » In the Fdani^e S,t<j 
»oh of Hofni j alaya Attt, 305 
fiecHfentv, Con rag yon* Bul^j* 
d 1 ' ■i <.. ,1.1: . in the laEiemi ljJ 
the AfthLtcc; of Colotfu* C*She^ 

4 raJ ioj,, io 7 

HhOHi. [n ilia Vee^uotj 
™ “I Ki^ Ghiki, 300 ; erp l 
^unn^r 1 a «Ihy S^in4, Uut 
ri'iueta. iy 3 . Jurrd to UJtjs: 
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of Atlfc, and BtiWquimtly nl.isa. 
jm; CTuftilfnrt IB U» Ha^n 
of the AWHJtfiflftA 
HohBEBO lTT¥K- HlhlfcOlClriHll 
division ; y Germans tcmlufm 
to. 

Hciloji, A Northern earth-Rod- 
d™; idea ri lied with tb* Teutonic 
Ursa r or HOrael 77 
Hollaed. The Rhtri* ifli 5- 7 
Holland, Ui?kh of $** Adolf 
litiLV Land, S>* Palestine 
tioMBUMO. The towp : FalleniEUin 
CaMlc u^-ir. -3J 

HOisUh TeiiUutU nun'll-godded, 

tbt URIC us Ijrsna and e^uWaJcnl 
tti the Northern HtlJd; St 
Umtlft fdrtltiiM wiib 77 
H4uils^. Thr tn&iifitfliii in 
TburuiifiQ m which Wulp liuld 
tutr court. j 4 

H c-’P - h.5 ii, A pagan Kinc* ; In a 
legend dl Dfa then lets, 1 5 a 
In the F^iun^u 

father of Fafqil, given the trtA- 
«!!* of the tf ibfhixigs by Lohl 
a wcrrgiEd, slain by 

Fatnii. Up} 

Huco Son of KtimgnEida: in 
a ir^mt of F&rftenberg. 190- 
t^a 

H u Kt n u \ cifiLD ftltisrriAw, The A 
legend of Aiat-la-CIiapeLlr. iaE- 

IIQ 

iluits. Ausla. or End. King oi 
ilic r iSj 


t 

lcre,jusr> Early vcnioEU 0! %h$ Nibt- 
lungtniud ’lory currant in 

Ida laughter of thr I Ls jfi-rr 
von STectermch i tn a legend of 
OlJcrwOitJi, 

luccco. Wife of Allll.l, the hlS- 
larstal figure : tb the Xteshi*^ ifl‘ 
tudi 50ft 

III Tributary ol the Khinr. d 

Il&aN- Son ol H rebrand. a kmi.ijM 
ol Dietrich ol Ifefn * court j in 
the isgrnd ol ttfcir Rote Garden 
uf Worm*. itHj-jfji 

!Uua Niece cd the tfcaft <>E Straa 
lmrg : in m Icgcod <*t Winded*, 
i>* 

EAnftT.TFEm The tuwu; Chari 

pia^jijc at 176; & legend of 


Ch^rltm aspic usdd&tcd with. 
£i S- j j 5 ; v.iTijrin ol rhe name, laj 
1 * rsuuua r JJ a r m* vox, la 4 Ugeud 
eE Oberwdirh, e6e 
tffetfErziK. a le$etid*ry locality; 
HninbiEd tluerTTL of, 370 ; Brim- 
inia mtx out from, with Gunther, 
* 7 * 


i 

Jrii’f Ai siu, Tho city, 117 
JE 5 TE 1 &¥ METPtLriF.H^. TttJl A 
Expend of Ekitldbcrg Cartle. |t^- 

JiTTTl. A prof.h*U«i till th« godrieK^ 
Ik'fthfi i En the legend ui Hu‘ 

"tVoii'i Spring, jii-j'24 
Jticf Air. Caftjlim a fcibbcf leader ■„ 
a atory of. 5ft 

Jouvi CAK^il* Conquered Gwr- 
ni-inir tnbf-i p so 


K 

ICarldhah. Son of ChATEeuin-gne 
quarrel* with hii brother Pepin. 
4 ad 1 Li CTCOQcilnd 4 t tb* thnnt 
of St. Goal. 177-17! 

KaTWTJJL 11 h: iOwtt, 7 
Knunicii. A sricmntuin ri^^t 
Uirch, mpuJatly known u ' the 
Devil's Ladder' ■ ttvtoryaF. Hi-^i 
K&hJHTLEY. T. Hn Ftity Afylk* 
k'ffy- q^uled. 74-71 d 
KtMUAT A nuled scholar; in 4 
atorr oJ HtiuklUrjE CiaUc, 44 
KLAUS. Tub A sequel ta the 
XtMuH^/nheii a 

ni 

Kli xoa s Aafjille, Jhb. Tho l c^epd 
of- jp-iU 

Ktiavs ot Bnon, The. A legend 
of Frankfort, aji rJT 
Kt.igut ajsw t»e Vellum thtfAar. 
The. A legend of £Jf*ld^ 

237 

KsmBTBTtMFLAIt* Th? Order 
4 Grand Prior of. at the t as lie cl 
LAhnecfc. 1,1^-iti . Sir Conrad 
Bfljrer itun*. 17* 

KdNifis^vistTEE Tfcic town, Sq 
Kouaae> A luck-fimih. ion ol A 
itirnf! '-i t-adumch: the Icgemt 
of. t iC^t i? 

KcfTIIU. H as rt*, A wntnr ; *nd 
the 

j6r< 


1 A 
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Koristn, AuatT¥T. p^i ; 
ihf Flhhftfi by, go 

Knifiavnn. A ttoiiDijiiA La tit. 1 

tfc, (MrrB , n1 
MamnluTg fwmdret go, 170 
K^^llll.D. Id Site 

* pHnMH ol Ktiinrljiqd,. 
lAmtiuf lor hc-r tauitf, 

Hhrr Si^ptfrk-d, J -M i70: cqni- 

10 th* Qkulnra cf the 
roNun^i . i 7l . ^ ; nj*r 
M «4 to Si»[jrM i ?S ; quumtl 
with Brunhild flvcf precede ntir, 
J75 : lEtm.L’einiy mark* Sir*^ 
tnfttl r a v^rtttnhjn iput Jor the 
treachtKsuf H«iM r htif 

hmw *II to Staffed, 377-*?*; 
*&** WAft-aiice for the slayicut 
f/ Sieglttoa, i&i ; tuiUTita Kt«L 

JuM ri rite Hup* 285 [ Ottli#b, 
hur Kora, 286* induce* Eliel 10 
1111111* llastn and hrotlim %& 
Vfc^rtna bcibtt Blafcli® !C . 

MUACk Dj.il kwm. l?ij 4nd Uw 
J5J™ An EikIi banqueiuift- 
* 9 *-^; Dbtitch «w. 

rtfulcra Hf.£iiti and Cube lie* to 
whom shr iliyi, Jgfr-ig? ; j|, Un 
by JrtildPtfflMid, 397; la Ous 
nte£* jog 

K "™« ll W a branch ol the 
Kilim, 7 

Kuoticix, Josef-H. writer ; hhI 
thr l*£end ol Lftberavtcin ami 
Steneuberj, ijt 

KttKIQilpUA VON FiApSldtJU Wife 
oj Fran* ™g Fur**; in a Su:en4 
Ol V tinsE*n ber£, 1 1 9 4 

■■ Dcna of Ktichaattein | 
tti- legend of ford* of thrift, 
item uid ioy-j w a. Km-’hi of 

■?*>’" ; m l ft-ficml of FilktiUttia 
Critic. 

“i V A km?M: in *** 

>>»■ , s e»dr to Kno t in & 

1 g S 6 d8<ltlirihito|ft>ud Helchen- 
siiin igfp-soo. 5, 01 FaJiuo- 
■ la ri»c IctpsmJ tit tiiaf ia, 
2X&, j Servant of Henry IV ■ 
legend til Sfwyur r jtfrl 


The lonrrt of | maln'cnd 
|J I AmlnniKh. 8j 


j 70 


LaCTI MARTI, Kin [ 1 llJolOEl.it ; JtiT 
tKnonp erf Us* onrtn o( itt, 
A *t 'iVwjfuJifJ 265 
Lahwkk/ T?m, easilc of; [ft , 
ItK^uJ *>f Obtiw-Arth. I5<J 
LammvaWk. Tribotaiy of ttat 
Bbinc, <V 

L 4 HH”*PU*a Thftm™. * 

LEsriL's or itie Kmst Tut: $» 
(-onffrit ratioriMf ttir (rihn* 
LBrtr.lDi Of thl IthlUa : U), 

compittttvriy inidll rrjtkji.-t P | r . 
nil'll rn. y tl ya : tbi romant« 
'inm.ii: in 59, -a- . 11 . elc 

nicnt of cadoim Ar^l ttn; ' ;v 
(A, 179,18$; the vori or Flabt«r 
niAltire of mimj-rcd la their ea> 
vifoEiEiient. $54 

Lr^HORA Da lighter df the Count 

if * itary vi 

Mtiddhtr* Cattle, 44.,, .« 

UoruLo li Holy komto Era* 
P 0c ‘ rir i ojaJ lh- Ffpsitb Keva 
lukJon. 51 

Ljwjs Monk, WiNier; hi* wt 
iluti of th* legend *H Ostjc fhe 
Liran, 

Ljba j DaughterriSir Bother; (n 
tlie ol trqfiiMi, 112-115 

a. l.r?i!y of FalktmbuLE^ , m the 

te&emi oi Filkwibiiri 

LitRE 7 -Atrnr.i; Tlkr tatnJe of: 
Jcgeml of Sicrreabectt hehL ^ 

St> ( a vanitnt of Uhs wimt 
logt-nd. 171-174 

LfafaATOUlu.CM A delicksul 
wst'- . In IlUf ifgrOit Crf ibc 
Pevti u V 

Llf.tic Ihe tliy : a leraWiLl ra| 

^ 7 -ifU : Henry FT* pffgilmegf 
tiS, 

IriMiMf. The rmjt, <V 

;i !lir Ujoaalmia 
iJl Okki Edelb us- T j r 144 

1^”’ / J ,c ^ ,illlc *P <* Coit^nt'. : 
rise Irgond of, ti$.|i8 

L *“- u . «/ if^Lrinr. 

Vitllbai * ebnr^cr. t»j, jiy 
Loll** am* Tie ^o. E b( or ii^ 

®*“ ■ Getm «t' vemloft of 

flic of, oa 

tj °^ 1 P *s_ tkKl Cl E !^ (tl ^CTHWWM f l U 
frnytli i %n tf» VnhMnga Wn 
p VM lha tfeazunr of die NifU 
Ikzrrj^a to Htcitfam4i7 m a wrr^-.-U J 
^8-3 ; obtain^ Llie tr^nur* 

nom Aodwarit *99 







Glossary 

LOROI. m LflUdCM. The town ; 
thm - LH-vtti Ladder 1 nror. tSi ; 
ihtp Hagen Well at soft 
Ldfcttii, t_ mbr a|iirit of the 
Ithtiie, 40, *4 „■ a legend of. 49- 
6 j ' r pmtltlisd in tii<? waUlt- 
kelpie, -65; menliomd, 133 - 
i A dainici of ^rpoHir-q beauty : 
the ttcij-y at, £1-64, Blending oi 
the legend* ^ 

LoflttniBEKa A dilt on the 
R hi tic ne-ae SL Gaol ; ihf= haunt 
of the Lorelei. 50 

LgRitAi^s, Uvra* and Lowe a . 
Ancient divlikmi of Kbcnajh tctti- 
tury H 43 

Loss. The mhhey oi; in the 
h.%* r O’jj? eti Ulr 4 i?i At, JIO 
Loth mr I Lmperor of th? 
Hornum 41 

LQTtiARJAtVA AlttWt name of 
lorriin?; the- Rhine thu bound r r y 
betwewn Oclillony and, 42 
Louts tiir OikUAhr. King ol Ger¬ 
many, a%. 41 

hunt* |, Rin path of Ihe Romani * 
vqttf«b Ghaitculfigdc, ^d. Sir 
H*/*4 Ludwig rj) 

Lout* It, Etiipnraf of the Ronum, 14 
Lonil HI, t’oiini Pafatine : in 
* HUiry <& Held-.-]bets. Critic. 44 
Louis IV. Count Palatine , in t 
Mory of ILairfirffrfx Csstto. 21-46 
l/JUTAMRUHVi. t The Abbot nfj lit 
the legend of the Dftnwi of 
KaiiieridtFtf. 145 2- A eu-du.ii 

! 4 iH * 1 Jegrild nf, l^ljt 
LOpeck. The nity ; pro ra nte r of 
the Homeiitic League, 40 - And 
the Lfflrnic ? dectino. yi 
LvuLtivf t M. Mia i'vpuinr Efrn r 
e fikj MtddU AgWi ip^atnj. 2i/- v7 
Luywiti. r Gml bod ol a Mpi 
TiiJaGiw [ captured by itu.- Lon; 
tal, *00 t, ej( (Miiupt 
(“LtKtii D ; and thr* npportitin- 
tiicirtof ku father ■ Empire, 177- 
1 7* «/io Lonil JV 4. A Piinco 
Palatine , 'm the legend of Halt, 
i^v-idA 4 Emp*m>r i =Loitn 
the ChM); in \ legem! of Bishop 
Hilta and EJi funic b, 

5 - Emperor j=L»inu tVJ I *ud 
Iho town ol EH-ntd, 2*5 
luwEviut Treaty of £tf Treaty 
LuXEttSTXJtf Ilic Count of ; in k 
tlory oi Heidelberg Dutli. 44-46 


Index 

LYfwo.trEi.o Tmt Al I)Udt| 
the- legtnul Of, 340-J4I 

M 

Maaf, Tile river ; ji bfaneh oi the 
ithInf: Epint into, ? 

Magic Bang he r Tut. a legend 
of Cologru!. lap-1 11 
UAOUXTlACCte. An^irat nnnUs of 
MflislJ 13, i3!7 

^iAIt.BH r S CarUiLT:, Til A. A Ingeml 

ol WimniL 26 j- 3 fi| 

Maidew* LeT nn A legend 
ol the IJjrctt Uusdiiiiu, jjn- 
AJA 

MAiif. A triimtanr of the SMflp 

aid 

■Maihj or Mayesm Thf oily, 

b. £0 : llllLli) tilrj McllbtiJuuip ul, 

: Ladirtg hoLdH his cmirt at. 
Ho rn ; Hit prmcipil furtn'si 
on thi- Up(»r Rliiiie ta 
flmr-|, i3j ; the scene of th* 
nmrtyrdooi Of Crc-ceutiui, And 
oi CotuualiipM liiincMjx lison. 
an 7-2 36; uaimi tunaewn oi 
; tim <^.thedrijl of, 238 * m 
IfegAl ert ihitt cathedral of. 22B- 
130 : munliorifd , £ 4 Ek tftj 
3 UNWIIR 1 H. The dty, 144 
frtaRHABXT. F^iDfiai ol Savoy , 
ill js alury of iiciJetbeig CiL.tlp.. 

Maroaaettm A mnidflrt m thr 
lofftrail of the 'ffujujjflter of 
&ickirLgeii. 347-351 
M*BfA. A fimutm : in B logsnd ol 
Boppiud, 

Marts; MiiKftG flue convict oi: 

how it came to bs: fouud I 17* 
Mabtha* i»aujhter ul Rnthant; 
in the Ecgood of tho Sword- 
itippcr of So-1 mqiL n. iot-roj r 104 
Matiaco, Haily tkrfflAuic; lobo. 
so 

htxyiKtvwm. ^Thf Muum Tomr. 

flytoscA nr; flit naiur rcL r 3 idEd 
m a fcm upbLsn of XfaitJh 4 Uim 
{ toll-tower 1. so* 

■MAXE^mua. RontAn lirriptror, 13 1 
Ma rmifi SLtHu* ia Moliu, asgnA 
Uf 

Mi.iitma, Frankieh king, founder 
of the HctotringlaJi dynswty, 23 
M T ROVTHGIA H S- A ilyjlil&ty of 
I'rankiDh klujfi, 24-ij 
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hli.riTEiHK'fct. This FwiiTEim wow, 
A n^l .Lemon o( Cohltuld; in 
a k^rrid of Obrnh 'n Ul. ajfc- 16 * 
111* eUy ; for mci ly ufiul 

Of Al||!f JK-tA, a$ 

Meuie, life river. 41 , 42 , qS 
Mfbiu'i Maid or U&oMr, Tu* 
Tft* Irffrml q|, 13^-141 
WetiKX. Dttki4bLcr cl fUua, Crmt 
von Bnvutcr; m a kgernt uF 
RtirkihciED, 3ij-}E5 
14 gd-T*E C-UUKI VOlt- The Arid- 
Bk«niia) 4 ^ 

MoOii 'WORsniF. A c^Mom |m in 11 a i- 
u*. hi fir&dkvnl Garnkapf, 77 
S^grynn p A tributary cl jhe fiiunr, 
4 1 - 4^ 

Mdi Mt. Title, The ra4U* of Su 
BaUber l is tha legend of Trutn- 
feJf T IJJ-I J4 

Wogn IrvftTiP ihUusvTvvnl A 
lower on ah iftEiod near Btd|tti ■ 
tht legend ftf Huhojj Hattn and, 
3<K> 

M tVLLlll. UotFQANO, Fk*|; AMIR 
tif the Rhine by. £ 9-00 
IltrutEri lake. A tmltotruunui 
IkiJte Liu- iUIi of w&ltT-*i'inta „ 
a legem] c< ^>-67 
M»fK 11 fc* UtU, 11J e TP Ctq.mlr rv 

of . in tlic K&timmt'niitf, U*«i 
A mtmk i m 360 


N 

Ka*LAU 1 Ceorgq AllfttJlluy 

tliikE of \ bull dor 0 1 (be paiuce 
Of Eftbexirh 240, a. A Dudley 

Of. in a legend of ifcs 
cl Bibertfh , 34^1 
tfAYMto Ku^hi of Ik 1,1=1 + ■ tn 
the Song of tkx _v^.i , t , K ^3 17 

Srivrii Rn = MI Oofl oOk two 
u Intidui ol ihf R In tie. 5 
KkcaI Tnhur^ry erf the- Uhiii# ; 

the |U 0 ': 1 J 01 *nh Lite Rfaioe jg 

Heidi Lk-j:.■. 1 

N t a* S R h *rJ >■ t>rma mt ti Lbf .>0 
The kingdom. aft 
imth.J.-van*. itg 

hib«LUKSK» Not. The wntum of 

l he A'l^fu nrfrJifird commenting 
■ith tiiE Dtirgumhan acquimprot 
of the NibeJin^cn ho.irJ 2® , 

NI ft Kiuxoxif U Ell. The t pk J 

'A oxbu Ilia louJUtjr uf, sjB. 2O2 j 
antiquity of the ItpiuL =05 j 

372 


CCTHTttVefay Ttxp+cliitg iU fincifl, 
JyA, ^aft-toft: piuh+kk 
irtlrfpoku^m in t|ie kpprnd j&& - 
thi ifl..rt to rtv# i| lirfimte 
101m, 16&-16; 1 ib* early uianu. 
tcript* of, att? £ its fn^ugrtuw 
nature. ; dillcrent* is ib* 
Ge nii art anri Sci biliiiavijiji vef» 
tioiu the BnmliiliJ 

and Sttfiritil ttory, ■ co*. 
ntxicin oi W r i±J/^uj- ,,/ ^rftn'Miiir 
with 3 »i, B |ti I thn rcdivKrfa 
3 0 aftf form of the attn y of. 
50^-306; fliv AtytbOlas^l and 
fujtoricilckiiunti in, 

Niiamtcs. A mythical ' i*&-. 
V. In the NiUlmngrwhij the 
iwonJ and Hewitt* of. won by 
Siegfried, i^S L th« treaj&Ejr# of r 
iOUk m rtin KIcitie by 
234 : fynonyisioua with ifjo bur 
ISftdtnirt, when ib« treiturt 
fifiten aurfftindy, ?h^ ; ihd 
li tenure of. KfhmbiJd dmiandtr 
■fir.l Hagen 591, 39A-207 , 

the fateful *m\ of. SqEf, 2 In 
the LVjua/* S^a fh* itnry of 
the irv+Aim- of. 

Nmt A wntcr^jiiit £5 . kjjead 
or the nsxic id che Vtunmol- 
lake, 7 

Nu.^ikwi b m Tlu? convent aE ; 

IE a kffSttd Rolnml, ia j* uy 
h'ovcoRoir Rodion city h I cadi * 
CAmpA^m agEuui tht Hnvilii 
Ltajjne. 50 

Nun cr Oa^THCtl Tlil» Tb* 
legend o|, 217-jnfi 
SL'HIiifflliRr* TTir. city ; rn the 
Ilujii'j 11 cm League, jo 


O 

UflSiwi'rmL Aai liE+ndl in thf 
Rhine ftr=al CoblruLi, ute of a 
famoiu Iiunncty; + kgend of 

35 ^- l^rj 

Ouehwai ls. A jrioiutkiu&tti region . 
&? 4 lr|Kj iiitil Gunthrr eo lo 
tuiTii in. 27* : mifrihuitd, 

OntK. ^(ircmv deaty in SCAB- 

r|,imft,-.n wiytJwitiipY. ihf uni 

M W«Mjen; tb« uJ,l HunlMK.h 
i* cquivMl^si , B . fa8 ; Ktra» lb. 
Nnntrr w. 6S ; an<l Brunhild 
a 70 : rEgariitsI u a tiuinie eLiif. 
JU 7 - J« nJfj* W<.iti cb 




Glossary 

Otuuma- One cip iht owitiEjm? 
of thr Sicbefigcbirge ; Treenfel* 

flflJuf, ill 

DAsTllCM. Thr town ; the tegnod 
of the Nttfi of, 2l6-?t S 
OHMVFrjj, A ruined 
ratr Ufu. a tag-end ot h 154-15$ 
OrpwiHSiw Tb* town ;. « [Rory 
«f, connected with the TtiJity 
Yesra 1 War. $*-$$ 

OhtUeHl In tin? h'lMtmpil/fjf, 
von of Kfirlnhdd m4 ^itl. 
ifri: stain by M-lgcn, >jJ 
0 *UC TUI Lk>S A 1 1 . u. '■ft'J of 
l' .11 li r naT^ift Ca*tJ*. 156 -Tj^ 
Qswalu, Sin Lon! «>f FtiiUtn 
Lrrg ; « friend 0 !. ifii-tm 
Otto. e. Count oI Rcuss Martin 
berg of (hunniiritciia. i in a 
tegcnd ol Kcse ta'jSi l^-Mi 
1, A knight who took service 
±l| m hhi pLtcrd; In a legr nd at 
Fl^tiLlciiJi 244-240 

OTt 0 I f mjj-u n.'T of live Romans, 

4*- 4 1 

Otto m EmpcMT of the Roman* ■ 
and Cha r 1 ran a 1 ; nc'i tomb At AlS- 
Ei-Ch^pel I* 40 

Otu* or Otter. In thn Vtil 
jtfnjs non cJ Hicithnnu : 

*km by loki. ign 

Ouu* RlJ»r A branch of tb* 

Rhino, 7 

P 

PALAtraATf. Tut A Crfimsn 
Hate 4"-<3 

Pa&estih* Mentioned in the 

tageud ol Boppord t6o-tyi ( 
*n the Iqcnd of L l fbrn stein and 
Stomsitarg, 1 jz : ifl thr legend 
of Minrj h til R&d«hvim, tii; 
ut the le£rtul til Gs*dn. 1 113. in 
the Ir^rnd iA tl» Shepherd 
Knight, 247 

Pa: vf^RAVI. ■= Count Palatine, 

uifntioncd *01 

Panhoxia. Tbw pfoviitoe. 14 i& 
Pax ru tv a, A wmt* in the legend 
of St- DtiliIa. 76 

pAKVEfAi. Oni id the kniflhfcrl til 

in i' Grad I ;, m the Ldhrognc 
Intend, venda Lotmcgriu TO Itclp 
tcTiut* 03-04 t 

Parity al. VVoSiram ¥on Ei^htra- 

baeb i ronuLnc*. gi 


& Index 

Fas**tj Tlir tltjr; tpunljon^! in 
the AVrfr, 

Passing Bills, The A It grad 
tii Spey ft. 320-117 
Pat avis id, la lPjJr 4 ir a/ /irjn?* 

tiiiu, nephew ol Ha£&& J hytitl 
with WiUhar, Jlft 
Path*, WutfJL His itory D»h* 
Hurl tf/ ffoMwmlW, 43 
Pe%r* ot W cftmiAilA, Tftnly 
which ended the Tliirly Y^stb' 
Wat , efleot fljJOii Um; 
ooumrjr, 53 

FfHsx. Kin^ ol ItoJy. von of 
bUiFlKiTiAvne ; quanrJa with bit 
brnthet K itlorrt-Ui nm\ tv $i njtl> 
tiled At the thJian of St GW* 

1 77 “f 7 * 

PlPIH OT SlftXVtAt A ftdor of the 
FrjtnLii ; nvertJLroA’j the 

vinjiJ in dyniuty. a '* 
rifts Tpt'SKD^lT King 01 the 
Frank*, fath./: uf PiadpatA^fie, 4 
I'FHUor; jAtgUE^. A Llucksmiih , 
mi * Jp-^cnd of Ll^^e, 

Pfall Ac kalnad. tu-ju ihrluradi ; 

ik of, 1 hj- 3 

PrAtZCAAraHSTEEh’. A r.n-itLe nn 
thr tvlmidl of 
Of PfuliM i 

P^lAWTo* Mlptjiem OF FOmtck- 

mc, TlW Thff legend 1 ^#“102 

FkKif at FaI-KEHSTEIM. Sir. Sm 
F alkeEi^teJa 

PtcAAp, A tobbtt loader 3 * story 

57 

PlMsRLN. UmiQt' 01 P tM A nfa rta : 
Liu lliri fjihiiu*t£**h*d itcry tc 

corded , 310 

Plaove Of iffn, inOnnany. til 
Poaches of FsusumjM, Th* 
Tlis itgtnd el. ?4 E h<tji 
Porfi, Turn, Umler the- Gmttiin 
F-fiii 5 crori of thr Huly Homan 
Empire, 41 

Priests' Gate Gstr ol a monaa- 
iefy in Cologne tskKMtcd '*iHl 
thr li-„-nd lit AlOkbubop^ 

Li«n, liB 

PaohtJi Rutruis Empefar ■ «ub 
4 m* thti ftheiiiib pco|d« anjf 
tmUiia s iv aU 33-24 
Proxy, Tu*. A Itgcnd ol Dkxm 
-iiaiit. * 31-^55 

Prussia, Cwfe to France hw 
|h;i tkCory «a tbc Ml hank of W* 
1 Rhine. 31 
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Q 

QUIXHUC 4 VAWTTFI Kfiman^iicrals 
defeated by ibe Qgmaitfa in Ur-j . 
JJ-mi 


JUtaesxo, As Italian boy; Ln 
* utrtffj u| Hddslbe}]; Cullm, 
44 - 4 * 

RlVlEBSIXlltF. TiCE DASC EEA 
Th* li-£*Od 0(, I45-I1& 
NtOEHTEi 7 kE^ The town, *t 
HiOUl. In tbl IVntMu/ii 

brothrt or Kaliur; *xk* Fuimr 
With %tfrd. a*j; aJaia by 
%um, jtjo 

Rxtciiek^ The ioirnj ib* 
Nw« and Farther khn». nm^ 

Mt , 5 

KvrcunsntTFijr, Tfco raalic ol; 

!br. Ir-rLjJ Ol Rh*m»lc id Jtsd, 

RlIUXilftROVOK Lord 

til OkVmlali; m a leg-ad nf 

Qktrnhti, 154-1 
Hkvss TEw river. 0 

MakHSHU of IUuuf^ 

*™*, Torrwt Otto or In .1 

at K<^ti 4 oh. ijf-144 
Rhaktu. The pmv 4 nrj >.'14 
H H It i S FEl-l IE s TIw towo, 6 
Rjiiri.vriux A m*nmmn r Ml 
St Com ; thr hubitation of St, 
Goar op, 174 

BWWCUii, A dktrkt in its- Rhine, 

country iJj 

>'< .'is 1 n cimfe s* 1 pm . Th» r ur On 

of; a kfsml ^tf-an 
K4iR!K9THtH h I r Tbn ottllt «f ; 
n Ugend of r tqj-iutf, a. 

LotvJ af. 10 7 -too 
llutun wALB VlLLBV. % 

iut&iKu'Aijih K M</rtnliitt ting*; 

llin N'«1 Kt Kbiw rrat'i in, < 

liHiafriiauiD. a .innWg wn* 

by lli'rvijh »t 

Hmsfisn CottrsDEnATira. $,j 
L on federation of ika Rhine 

Tim town ; th* mjJJoo 
Lxarclei JttUinioiHHJ beJou: 4* HMtt 
fit. 03 

Hifi^r Tfr&. iu powrrfu) patriot^ 

■ppeul, 1* 1-4 Si, iU uaklliR 

Jeficudary AtwdatiHi, 1-2 ; ta» 

[jraphy of us* river, 5 ^- tuljr 

374 


b^hJt 4 tkts or iJll -country, 

ft *f !Cf ; Ifajj trontitr of 
rinmtsiijy sn the MUlIIb Asten. 
4 ** It* la-nks ih* of the 
bifltu a firmans culiarn in the 
Mftttlle A^n. 43 , kciJEba rim 
E i- ary tMitw^n France anil 
tlermitfiv, 5* ■ cMmcicr of the 
l^pada oi $o K 7 &-JH 1 . m. IH 
S£1 ; the potfiy of, hi ; t V 
view or. fnsm irH.ldbcr^, 531 j 
Byianfi ^E+lm* to, 355 
RdJhe tcmji’ray T ns. Eaity 
itlhahi Lan £4 u(. t - el ; [he 
Ruroani in, JO-T4; French 
cm.tchrnnsN in , st : the Fnemib 
ft^Ls tludi IwitittFl aIum ib^ 
nf ibjO-jF, 51-^1; riv.- 
ttibbt r o or, 55— 

RlUHt r.oo. A rivjsr Jjeily : *fl 
thi 1 Legend of ilw* ‘Vrami^-tcr of 

S^lL imits. ;j |3 

the ftnMETt oi tb r 
Nibrluny*. 303. 5 ** Sih:ltin^s 
Kicuunu. t UKur^Uim. tAS d 
ihn Legend of hit ImpfkmBicM 
m ^n! feleaaf from TlllnU fJ^ntir?. 

3 > 7 - 3411 . z Earl of 1 ''nrmwall ■ 

a dnifnilnl to til* ricafnan t Em ni* 
ittci i be liitaih ol Oinn&d tV 
LUkd chtHpn EmpefOf. lit ; in 
fcho tf^rnd of Cut-nfi Is f 
R:cmi E v;f4 a maul™ of Siaw- 
fen : file siorv of, B-13 
RCCBlIGSli, U j f e of Sir Adutdu 
of 1 ologj]- ; the legmd cd F liB- 

c JO 

KfODAHBA(Tif Heni 11 Btn n nl f.ju ttf 
into nf Ki-uf^ \iurimTH-:f}; : in 

,> frKeini xj | K'jr..|)ji_tL. 1 j ■ ■ 1 j | 

ItifiOMO. A pagui iwlnre l in 4 
^g*ad of the Litacbtufcb. 131 
* 5 * 

Hlveas, SrotIJTlffnUil n^ard lor 
1. 9 o-ai 

Ra ABEU &r TH* EsiNt Trill, 55- 

Rui is:> OiultMfnitftse^ nephew ; 
«it 4 d Ihe J^dy cd LJmchenfelT, 
lalU at REjiaocvana, 

Rvi±xin*at A esatk on tirn 
tkann, 133; in m 
h ,' r i:ii 4 l uf Uotiwd I j s |.| 7 

Hokah^v Thfci drinnrtt nl 

dominant in the Rhine ke*ud*, 

Wr 7#-^, 
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Roiling The, In the RlUns- 

rtuuliy, si! -4 

Ron*. Sn Urauln‘.& p%dKitufl to-* 

76; In ihn legend 0( ll5f i'nani- 

E 'tcf of Sackmjjrn Werner and 
atgHieHU rcuuiltd at, 




Ho*cj,vafx A gnrj^ in 

rtttra; Rtilnikl'p tat great battle 
Ag^iEUt the Modi: a at* I a? 

Hounr. Cou3iT vox- The states* 
man. 4 

Rd*» liAitnfts Tub. A legend of 
Wots, 

Koe,e li ac j 1. 1. A tfitlfl&p In the 

valley of Ilirnimrtntem : 11 luI 

Mt 141-144. 2. Tbn cotaft of, 

I4J, Hi- 3. The Abbey nf; 
aiuiy of ihn foumlmg of 144 

Rotn.' Cou?it yok, (kmpr of 
PfaJigtifrii^itt; in lL~ Ir.gexiit 
of PinUe. 1&5 183 

Rt! iut.H n j e m, Hu? tuvr-n ; its many 
kgctirlikiy tis; 

(avomed by Chulnnmgiu*. ilj ; 
Jjunuu- lor lU whim, iiij; the 
Icgaoil of Jtuma r.f 

Rtr^LOEi: IfiirjfraVr of BcotaraJ 

in tin legend ol lb* Rom: Garden 
ol Wanna aixi; m tlur Site- 
lun£* niicd. JL3.q unbany to the 
ByfKUSLjOu Court to v“Sl 111 * 
band of Rrirmhild tot Efci L 
a£$ > jcCeivta Gunther und 
UiKCR on their jounvy Mj 
r/jfl'i tunri, ond Mfebnuun 
diem. a^o + and Uni samifut in 
l-tn i > hall. aa^ -504 -i 

itain by Gemot, ^4 J S>n.urii;St'> 
lament lew, . an 
Joy, 310 

Bodou-u, A krtiRht of Uni, in 

a leguud of aklcmh h 155-15# 

Ru^ea Cambria (No monopoly 
of the Hau»* 4 £io 30 

If u tii a h d A Ktmth.; in the kgmd 
of the Swim! .slipper ol Sohugeu. 
lol-lei}. 104 

RmriOL TfctAtY or. s« Treaty 


S 

SAciIKOFff, The town 0 ; I be 
legend of tbn trumpoief tif. >46- 

35 * 

Sf. Oxhixt. ailEfth cut m 41 
ItgcuJ of lUiiiindtein, 14S 


St, Fwpown, Tbt? fMiivftl of, 

oelfhmM^il at Stclcin^in, J47 

Sr. Goar. 1. tiiu town: tte* 
haunt id ili* Lorelei as4r. 30, 
the habitatum ul this hrm»t 
Sl. Coir near, 174. j, A Iwxrnit. 
174-174; at the court «J S^e 
tvEt. 174 p 75 : lha pntron uiut 
of tiogpiLaJlty, e 75 ; Ctmileiiiagn* 
at ihr ihrine of, i yft—a yy, 
Km lanaan and l^ciirn recou^iliyl 
at Ihc atirimj of r 177-1?^ 3 Tl'f- 

tnonartery of. 175 
Sr, CumtARti. Pais of. 3 

St, Punt ibr AjtOilk'. :;7 

Sr. Pntjafi s a i^tbednU ai Hotne: 
in the k.K< ml of the Trumpctc? 
nif Sac:kiln: 1:11. I5O 

St. Itai/M. f J rotiabiy the tVu 

bMlLG .L".iHiJr’.fs Ur 5 A_ -or fclbrSEl. 

77 : ibe legend of. 75-77 

Saxli OkwixM. A dinnserdua eddy 
in iSit RJiine, 174 

S*XTRX. or Tha town, 

in the iS'ie'^fun^rii/iW. Skgtrirsl 
and KriendulLl to, dtci ibvi: 
nuirnagc, 473 

S i M A *:! II ! l Si. MfflflOfint. 513 , 115 . 

Jib 

Sat A :f- in R be eh rh legend 7^: 
in lb* He Re ad Ol Xhs, Afdbiti^t of 
Cologne Calh«tm2 f idhloK; in 
a lifethl r^$Jk4 cuing vfiay Cbthgne 
Caiiudrai (wiw Hmi e^tupIctLij. 
[Ji^ill ; ial LIU: Ugnvi fll thi* 
Fire-bell 0! Cologne 113-114. 
iLd Mmter Unan m Uh* legend 
of tilt uiboclrnl d( Ai*-Lii- 
OiapdJfl, 130-134; in a kffnj 
of KMngraliiavmilx a n—ar* ; a» 
thy Vcllow Dwaif4 in a Je^etid 
eil IU fi'M. i ; in a tafaoii 

df Worm, J in the 

ItRcnd of Llic KHngclkapenr. 333 

S*3tu;i*, Turn. In ib* Rhhw 
Country, 54 : a Tifcory of Charts- 
mttfttti 1 wLiti, ^u-37 ; *i>™- 
tins/rd^ Sn-glUft| h*]pi th* 

Uiir^aodiiuu ngamEl 50[) 

Savh. a Tilla^t ; Kulid of : in 

n kgrnd of palkudatem Cftatle* 

StAf. k EusAvta. And the origin ui 
the jVi^/Hia^rnJl^if, Jbj. 

SaAFnuuatw. 11 w town, <1 

SotAATk VtuiT. TM khaisc Sow* 
through, 5 

JC 7 S 
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5citll42W.tt:ti!. A wmtJ that I 
be twee tv the coital cl l.ubcn- 
itdu and Smirenbervj. r 71 
Sc‘e1Is4_$:r, The poet : inhume* cl. 

upon Gernwt legend*, ?*> 

Sen loss. Far fAJ iiei , it* urtdtr 
ikrir frvprr mmit 
Son’Klun<J, 1 The tufl]? cC ■ 
Hi* Legend ol ik Sfrtjv Jy^iditTis 
ui, ttij-i&f. I. The Graf von, iSj 
Scn^nAiciL Thi Luvrn, if 

Soc ‘ 7 i Si* Wali i^n Hi* ballad 

Tht ff i^ /i 4Ml: MOilJV, 6-8 73 

Smipc r. Itj iKs N-a/ &Li 

vnfc oi 0LiitircJjn. jc : fall* in 
lave with ^ind is married to 
1 wtL:! it| ce. 51-33 : rrwet* tirr daui 
bnibend^ body. 3&; c trier* a 

cunvent, J 7 

Bftwett A town in thr IUk* 
Folett . the kgr*ad of the nuck 
of. 06-o? 

Simif San d thr fiiiraijiktEQn 
liJSLJf SipmemniJ ; Stagftkd idestb 
th-j wrtb, by Ak-Ltn* 307 ; arm 
the historical duxiry cd ih* 
C-iym qI eIit 3114 

S ns fcif Y * 1 ns Y, 4 x. Supposed by 

the people ci t'j( ■ penhemi to have 
been by * ffruitfcms 

m|spnjirioil 35 

5h fc. i'j l r. * t> Ev v 3 iiHT. t Kl. A kfeitid 

O* PkltdihiilJti. 244-=4 3 

S«fl fcs sii»i*ge, A mountain run fta. 
7, * Lrgrud corumted -wild, 

1 ; mentioned 137 

StKtst* RJtT. St*. A wealthy Irnitht; 
111 the Iriftflki tfi dm Shepherd 
Knrpbt. sj-|7 
SimoJTMlto. Itv the 

a (mne* <d 1 hr Ncthrrlandi. 
bo ol Skgmnnd and B&ggtijid j 
the *uEl Hory of. Etol jyn-'riL in 

any ol the v^ndocn of ifcr 
legend, 3 & 7 ; Wifti the a word 
*Jtd tlTAiuje of the si brio nip 
*nd ovtin2tim*n AJberiLh. cap* 
Iciiii-: hi-« doak ol itf visibility, 
271 . j£o« id Wdtm* to at* 
Kriemutbl. *6$»i6o ; m/xam* 
parile* OtiUliieE lu help him to 
win thr hand ol <.>u«n Brunhild, 
ami ovtiMtuci her in £tunbaT 
J70-IJ3 ■ Ik; itory ol BturkoUl 

an»T ip tb<* ScHJidipiiviiKiv vdmtin* 
cl the Ic^niuL £7 b l typp Ike 

*pHa(tlilr ami thm 11m m fcfc* 


^-andinavta* myth ;to; the 
Sfypnd of the I't-ifuijtfd 5'jj^.i 
equivalent Ip, *74 P 3 ^; s^fiia 
contends wiH i In. 111 hi hi und 
drkats h« 174 ; married to 
SCnambiTrl, tyj; anises thr 
r^^nlment of Brunhild and 
Hagen, and is \mm\ fh.m the 
£ourl on a pretext of nr, 

2 ; t^kes part in * hunt;^ 

expe htV'.n .led pefform* mighty 
bolt, j hii invulnrf- 

aldllty, save at one spoE, januid 
bv biihuis in thv dragon'* 
blood!, 2^; Kricmhild mark* 
tke voliientye jfwjt for itv- 
hBdwtmi Haj^'ci, jjh j the 
plot lot bJi dtitTTtefion, 177 ; 
Alain by Ma^*n, calhd 

+ Lord nl ihc XihctnEig* T dtrr 
possessing the Sjbciucggft Iru 
i>iir^ li* : regarded aw n sun. 
g& 4 . joj! idimtihed bv Abel in/ 
with Sc^eik. .jo?. hSm aUe Sipii 4 
wmiUL A cauut ol AnJei- 
njch ; n Icp-t-iwl tff hi - ft| 
SlfcOStXQ iPsiwc. A ipdns tn 
the Otlen wild =ro& 

SiKGLijiu. e. la the Hfttafeiurtt- 
M, mother of s^ned. 

2, Otic of die iRja miidfjjv. m 
tk , warm HAitrn 

i^-tW 

Father ol Siegfried , 
tn the ^ikkif^rn/rd, ; m 
the VcdjUfifj SAf j. t 99 
SlOMBUmr. King Of Al.Qtf^k; 

St I^Oicr ■! hit cotm it Anrler 
nai’hi. 174-175 

Si^suni^ King cf Baf^oudy. 
3*7 

SlOUhtt !a the F#f»Hnr=t 5*#d. 

a tfii.^hty *4frlqf. ei|uivnknt tn 
the SnriEfjied of the A'lZr/vMgdH. 

1 74 - 1[ W i tl« tiary of, 

303 Sn +Uv Sjoglnad 
ScUMCSJf. Tlie town J the Lt-ijrud 
uf iJit^ Sword -slipper til. 101-104 
Sown or tiii Shanxi. A reraise* 
of Cliadeuiaittie, jo-ij :i^ 
Scon&c* i WUm von ■ in * 
]r^nd of FQxatenbct^, loi-iijj 

The Mb of + 

fiowrnmr. Kouiit, Tlie fwi t bn 
vex^jtfq of din le^md oi Binhup 
\Utlu wul thr Mouse Tower. 





Glossary Index 


ftaHASr, K mottnfjim group j 
mtuUaqcd ill ilir 

aBr 

Sj^vkh, or Spires, The town ; 

a kgrtid of. 3*6—3*3 
Smw. St* Speyer 
Sngrmita. l'lur casUc of: & 
IfRitml «f, JJJ-1J7 
Stavqrem A iT.wn in HurLaml ; 
Itm atory of Richl-etUi of --12 

S|Klbill»r. lb* cailie of; 

the Sejaend of UHbeDftein mud. 
64-60 ’ a varLSiH ol ill* *ame 

tapttd, 

SWYJtssON. R. L Mentioned, 3js # to 
Srouii!EP£Li. TLt ciitir oi; a 
IrgfiTid of. 164-1 ^8 
SiiAifiuum. Tli- dty, so ; e=ierd 
by Fraiu'r, 31 , tk ftean of. in 
a legend of Winrktk. 
the afiirotsottUail clock of. 341- 
342 ^ the If^und ol ills Oitfdi- 
ttimlt r* of, 343-346 
Stnoudijsg A mountain ! in 11 
ll^Eld of the: CU 4 l* Ol 
SrvsJA. Hu ptovijiK : Lbatlctb 
ntf— «** Stelleffr 

Siravi. Early Gwriianic peoplir. 23 
SuGlMBHL H^/ly Grr manic tntc. 2ft 
Sumkkh City, Tub- Tkr atuty of. 
7 -is 

Swaps a, The province r 161 
3 WAS HAiniKS Of thr DjifrUt*:', 
in the : HflLfien 

and 287-18!* 

$WKbE|i. In the Thirty Warn' 

W»r, 50-31 

Swmmllk In the Kf**f*. 
fiddler ; twain Lb* pe«™ of the 
tnndf to SnmblM in*l to 
BtckiliLsn. 301). iio 
5 wiitji*LAff&. Tim Rhine rijettn 3 
SwoaiMi iprtJt at Soummt'TmMr 
The legend of. 7®, 101-104 

T 

T*etro*. On ita Ta-huhi*, r#, 
itM8. m-20 

Ta^hhaU&IcK Ktiitfllt: ETnpnsoimd 

by Verm* id rim HOratiJier*, ?t 
TaukoS Mou^taiws 'Hip Rbim? 
diverted by, 6 1 Ihe iwLtn ol 
Epfatcia tn a valley of 241 
Telhahuhd. Freda iucjc or. 
Knight, ta lb* l-'-'iLiug 1 LU legend. 


Ti rrroMfl Drtvi? tha Olt* froni ibr 
Ufainceonniry. 14: T«bm (■», 

s4. 10 1. d_ so-10: f»bPi ol. 

lA: tip'll regard lor wairn t^, 
costume ot. ia, the kibti of, 
*<*■*»- »-*4 

TaA>8. Tlr coim; tta *trrpa« of, 
built- wU,k mo flat mixed with 
winr, 314, 340: the trjreml of lbe 
Lyiiajj of, 340-3** 
TiiRonoRiu, King ol the Ostio- 
goita ; lb* original of Dictncb 
of Bern. jy$ 

Haga. A Non* «de 5 
con mini detail* related to tbrat 
Lu Ujn ritrbrr vtTjLuua of the 
S pJ“^ fnil rJ. 

THtD»¥tp_(i, Tbr town; OuiH*- 
nm-Jie jumei^tis bts nJBft to, to 
apportion hm Empire imo;^ 
tfiem, iyy 

Tuifiv Vhar^ p War, Etle^l rai 
ibe Uhio-e-tdo titty. W ; a gOt| 
of. 52-55: lb ol 

Sit JixSufisn £i|bn m , 147 
Til Cl WAS TSIK Hll YW sir Scottish 
uocl. : hh il.iuy fu^rd wjtti tbr 
fe^cntl of LW in th'T ballad r ,.1 
7 % 9 f*li I*a Hk>wr p 7^ 

Tut risked . or TtiuaiwciA. Tbr, 
»t*t* 1 ChiUfcric ™lod in, 25 
s*; mcutioEipd, 247 
Tnnuttou. Sfi#Tbtjrii^en 
TiberiOs. Romarr general, af(nr. 
WMij InipcnW: 6onl. AtfAibit 
the Germanic Iribi^ 22 
Tmn. R omaja Emperor. 127 
To«A- Labe» (be Farther Rhim 4 . 
rinra in, 5 

TOMLESCW& VAU 4 KY. Th& RhiD-J 
Am through y 
Tkamx Roman Emperor, 117 
1 anti ii rl ■ is nx-*- x a. Tna. The 

Irtfend nf, 136-137 
Takas ei bik. Arcbbiabop Werner 1 *; 
In the If-aml ol ihfi AlaibniiiJLL. 

T* £A IV. I i of Uflarl ; PnitBoi 
trdw to Fmnt* her tertitary on 
the loft tank of thii Ktuoe mvUtf* 
51. 1. Of Ly.ft 4 vlfl*i Frants 

^.rqttlre* the Left tank of the 
Ubine Boclisr, 51 3 * Of Ryawick ; 
France piiai territory In tfw 
Rbi EMHPOUPtrr nnitf-r. jt 
I txMolQm y; In ihe .Svntf e/ ih* 
S*xuni a CuiiEciin’s p^tac, 29. 33 

37 ? 
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i Th“ city [ in * trtfrnd 
cf £ult^:ni: Cathfilral. in. X. Tho 
AnhiHshup of; £Ls*^lnrrt aiuj* 
* 75 ■_ j Tba w* ol; oflemi to 
St. Gonr. *j$ 

T»m«f, Kariy Germanic tribe, 
20 

Taints. Early German! e. 

* 3 -j| 

tRLmrxiliTKS. Oi tb(? Rhine; the 
latgo number of. n 
TuirtLS. The cj-dl* of; tint [cuvfid 
of Rkfr'inli OEur-^4JftiViuu 
pn^nnsrut in. 337-340 
TKuaimU. A piiLfl neat the 
; the lr.gr mJ Of 132-115 
iRrur^TEB ow ij.vcicinoEH. Tub. 
The legend uf, 

Tul.vb, Town; in th>- IVcMunfm. 
f(Vif s Kricnitti!J jnoets Etld at. 
J85 

Tea pm. Archbishop nl Rhemu : 
in a licry of Oudemiilli, 3^10 

U 

Unit EitSy trennank trflte, 10 
Unoir A village ncai Bunn j a 
til. 13H-14.1 

Ul^stual 3j& Sit 3 ii*t, A knight : 

in the legend of Trcicafeii. jjj-ij 1 
ULiELt>A. A UfcbUrt. in a legend 
of Kalkeiutem CaaUr- 
Uiuak, Masts*. Satan ; in the 
taftmd of the cathedral oi Aix^ 
In Chnpifllij. 130-133 
Ubba, TeutouLe fluon -geddeto. 
equivalent to IIotkI [ St Ursula 
idrutihod with 77 
UfeauLa. 5 /# St. Ursula 
Ute fa the f 4 (M 0 mg(miud J 
mother of Km cnduld. i6;_ JOS; 
equivalent to ihr Grimhild of 
the Vail 371; in the 
AVfl^e. 3 u? 

UiatcuT, The city. ; 


V 

ViuniiH. Rnmiiu rtEi[:ror; amt 
Uu* Germanic rmn^, 25 

VAutrK9. In Scandiiiaviaa myth, 
thfl warmiidftu or Odin, LUmi- 
hM ont ol thr, a?o, 300 

VA 7 t£|QHE£ Early Gcircuuik tribe* 
20 

Varui 5^ Quinttjtm 

37 s 


VgnMOBRJCtur. A iiwilteval German 
sretrt tribunal ; 111 a itpry of 
Hruirfbcrg CniUfi 46-47 
Vines. Tha jd emif; r. J 

wfihHuld* or Ut*ub 7a 
Via Mm GOnai- Thr Rhine Bow* 
through, 4 

Viitttf*. Tin* dfy. i Congress of 
—w Congi**a. *, h the A'p0^ 
Aj KricmhHd (named to 

FtJKrl at 305 s Krifiniinid in 
Etiel to MJVLte Hagen 
and her brother* to, 206 
ViK^r In the V^fmrtgx ffj^.r ,t 
nLeveiqjM h loTM Guimai and 
Hogni to AtjL l i court, 504; tEimi 
by Hatjnl 

V10KE37 A le^Euin-v king of 
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